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	1. attention

Dear fans and followers to this story.

I am sorry to say that this story is officially discontinued.

See I looked back on it and realized it took a negative turn as it began writing itself. and as such has formed loops and knots and plot holes in itself that I find annoying. So, I will attempt to fix the problem in due time.

As to this story here, it will remain as it is on this site until further notice. That way you can still enjoy it.

Thank you all SO much for your favs, follows, support and reviews.

Gratefull to you all.

HovaStrider


	2. Chapter 1- Arival

Ch1

Mildew frowned at the sight of the creature, a huge slender dragon with feather wings and golden scales, it lay in its cage completely bound tight. Bright blue eyes staring at him with disgust, it unsheathed its claws from its catlike paws and bared its teeth.

Alvin the torturous smiled, "He's a beauty he is, took nearly the whole island to bring him in, shame about the other one though."

"Other one? You mean there was another one flying around?" Mildew shivered as he remembered the aftermath of the golden creature's capture; several men inured, shields and armor completely useless against claw and fang, whole trees ripped up and burning. Mildew had arrived in time to see its fire, pure and concentrated white heat that tore a smoldering hole in the ground. He shivered, luckily no one had been it by that.

Alvin smiled, "There were two of these feather wings, the other was a smaller white one. His mate I'd wager, had something on its back as it flew off into that storm. No way any dragon could survive a spray like that, unless they're a Scauldron of course."

Mildew huffed, "Well, if it does survive it'll probably never come back. Too much trouble here for it to deal with."

Alvin smiled all the bigger, "That's why we're gonna train this Day Fury, have him take us back to his nest. Wont that be a happy reunion?"

Mildew raised his grizzled white eyebrows, "Day Fury, why not call it a Feather Wing or something more suitable?"

Alvin growled, "His mate flew off as fast as that boy does on his night Fury, train this dragon and we'll have a dragon that's even faster."

The gold dragon pricked up his horse like ears at the sound of this, Alvin started laughing, "and since we're deciding names, what do you think we should call him, old man?"

Mildew shrugged, "Makes no difference to me, a dragon is a dragon and that's all I need to know."

The old man's sheep gave a bored cry stepping closer to the cage; the Day fury snorted wriggling in its bonds. Mildew thought a moment and turned away, his sheep not far behind, "but if you really want a name for him, how about 'Fang the day Fury', then he'll be the exact opposite of that boy's precious dragon, Toothless the night fury."

Alvin considered this, his face giving way to a dark sneer, "Fang, simple but frightening, I like it. We can start with him in the morning."

****8****

On the island of Berk, hiccup was out flying on his black dragon Toothless. Their favorite part of this route was racing through the maze of rocks overhanging the coastline, or coming up with new tricks. Hiccup was excited to try a move he'd been working on for weeks, it was something he'd come up with in case he ever had to doge arrows or a bola again. Like the last few times he had found himself on Outcast Island and got himself and Toothless tangled with a bola while dodging arrows.

Fly past, spin from arrows, flap up so they think you're going up, and drop fast, after that a quick swerve and a Plasma blast in the direction of the target so they can't reload in time.

Hiccup went through the paces, imagining every arrow and the three roped trap over and over. Toothless straightened out going for a landing. Hiccup adjusted the pedals on his saddle automatically, landing gracefully as only a dragon can. He shook his head, "Not ready yet, to many variables. We can't test it in controlled conditions until we figure out how we want to move."

Toothless purred, looking back at his rider, Hiccup could easily imagine him saying everything was fine. He smiled and scratched the dark scaled ears, "Yeah your right, we'll get it someday, then Alvin will never catch us like last time, not ever."

Toothless opened his wings waiting, Hiccup adjusted the pedals again, "Lets head back, I could use a break. And I bet you're getting hungry."

They took off, the wind picking up behind them. Farther back along the horizon, storm clouds were brewing, getting larger.

****8****

In the village everyone was boarding up their homes and getting their stocks built up for the coming storm.

Bucket a tall Viking with his namesake on his head was sitting moaning and holding his head. His friend Mulch, a stout little man who smelled like his namesake tried to comfort him, "Is that bucket getting very tight on you?"

Bucket moaned, "No, but it's still bad. Oh and long too. OW!"

Mulch patted his friend's back, Stoick the vast, chief of the island came up from behind, "I still find it strange that we're trusting a bucket for the weather. How long until it gets here?"

Mulch took a look at the bucket, having had more experience with the strange way of foretelling storms, "I'd say a matter of minutes, and it looks like this one will be a mild one compared to what we saw last winter."

Stoick was relieved to hear that, he didn't want to think what would happen if a hurricane hit the island. He glanced out to sea, the clouds were already in sight and getting closer. He could even see his son flying in on his Night Fury, "Right, see if you can help get some of the houses boarded up and get inside. I'm going to check on our food supply."

The chief left, mounting up on his Thundrum, Thornado, they flew up to meet Toothless and Hiccup.

"Dad that storm is coming up fast." Hiccup called worried.

"I know son, I need you to get the others to help, anyone still caught outside take them to the great hall."

Hiccup nodded just as a scream echoed through the air, Toothless and Thornado looking for the source, so franticly that both riders were forced to land.

"What in Thor's name was that?" Stoick yelled, struggling to get his dragon under control, "Easy boy, just a bit of noise."

Something flashed by falling fast in a flash of white, "Dad look!"

A large white beast spiraled out of the sky headed for the woods. Its mouth opened to scream the same sound as before. Their dragons both became upset, Toothless tried to take off, Thornado struggling to do the same.

"It landed just past the ridge; I'm going to check it out." Hiccup and Toothless were about to get up, Stoick's call stopped them.

"No, the village comes first, once everyone is safe then we can fly low over the forest and see what  
>that was."<p>

Hiccup looked between the forest and his father. His curiosity nagged at the back of his mind, but he knew his father was right, "Alright, I'll round up the others."

It didn't take long to make sure everyone was safe inside, by then the storm's first drops of rain were pouring out of the sky. Hiccup dropped by his house to grab a few things before heading out over the forest. He noticed that his dad and Astrid were already on a head start, flying low to the tree line. He didn't bother to stop them; more eyes find that thing the better.

The wind made it hard to fly right, possibly why he didn't see the others out here, Snotlout wasn't dumb enough to fly out here without a reason, and Fishlegs was just too cautious (cough: scared) to anything of the sort.

They flew over a spot where the ground was furrowed; several trees were broken or knocked over in the same direction. Astrid spotted it first.

"Over here." she flew ahead, landing her blue and yellow Nadder next to a large limp form of something white and covered in mud and dust.

They all gasped as they took a closer look, slender body with catlike paws curled beneath it, a hornless horse like head lay with eyes closed, a stripe of blood coming from its nose, and on its back was the most amazing pair of wings they had ever seen.

"Its…not like any dragon I've ever seen before." Hiccup moved towards its head slowly, the scaly horse like ears twitched and it moaned. "Does anyone know of a dragon with Feathers on its wings?"

Astrid and Stoick shook their heads, Stoick noticed a large wound on the silver's shoulder, "Looks like it's been hit by something."

"Lightning maybe?" Astrid suggested.

Stoick shook his head, "No, this looks like something a bit more solid, like someone was trying to shoot him down. He needs help."

Hiccup reached slowly and touched the dragon's nose, the silver creature twitched opening its eyes a bit, "Hey there, its ok were here to help."

The dragon sighed falling back to sleep, the rain was really coming down. If they didn't fly back now they'd be stuck here until the storm passed. Stoick was already getting some rope tied together, "Let's get a harness made up for him. He won't last long out here."

"I brought some blankets we can use," Hiccup went to get them from Toothless's saddle bag; the black dragon purred nudging the silver dragon's hide.


	3. Chapter 2

Ch2

In the great hall several villagers who couldn't beat the storm for their own homes sat waiting for it to pass, Viking and dragon alike were interested in the newcomer the chief and his son had brought in. they gathered around trying to get a better look dispite their being told to keep their distance.

Gobber the belcher, a one handed man who worked as a blacksmith, dragon dentist, vet, basically the island's own jack of all trades. Right now he was looking over the dragon's injured wing and shoulder, "Looks like burn marks, and not just any, see here, she's been scratched up by something on fire. And over here it looks like there's an spearhead in her left wing, that'll have to come out."

Hiccup sat by the silver's head, the poor thing hadn't woken up but it was moaning and twitching like a child having a bad dream. He stroked her nose whispering softly, hoping she could hear him, "You're gonna be fine, Gobber will fix you right up."

The dragoness just moaned shivering. Astrid sat next to him, "Where do you think it came from? Those injures I mean."

Hiccup kept his eyes on the dragon, "Doesn't matter, the sooner she's on her feet the better."

Gobber changed his hook hand for a pair of tongs, all heated up, "Right let's get started, get out that spear first. Better get someone to hold her down, this could get ugly."

There was no shortage of volunteers to help. Gobber picked out seven strong Vikings to hold the silver down. They placed their hands on her wings, legs, tail and neck, while Gobber got ready, "Alright, on the count of three, keep her steady, here we go…one …two…"

As Gobber worked the dragon hissed out, crying and struggling from the pain, Hiccup saw a tear form in her eye as he backed off. He couldn't hold a dragon down when in that kind of pain even if he wanted to. He couldn't help but feel sorry for her.

Gobber held up a piece of a spear shaft and let it drop, he then pulled a hot knife out of the torches, "Right, now the hard part, Hiccup see if you can't calm her down, the rest of you keep her still."

Hiccup gulped, Gobber was going to seer the wound closed. Dragon's may have somewhat fire proof skin but that didn't mean it couldn't hurt them. The silver's eyes snapped open as the smell of burned flesh rose from her back, she struggled even more, screaming like a wild deer. A few of the dragons in the great hall grunted and shifted uneasily, as if concerned for the new dragon. Toothless jumped over, adding his own weight to the problem and holding her more still, careful not to disturb Gobber as he tended the wound.

Hiccup stepped forward to touch her head and spoke as comfortingly as he could, "Its ok, you'll be alright soon, j-just a little longer."

The dragon cried out, a stunning pair of sapphire blue eyes stared at him a moment. He stroked her nose, "Its ok…"

The dragoness whipped her head around, teeth latching onto a nearby table and biting down hard, Hiccup continued to stroke her, Astrid stepping in to help, telling the silver it was going to be alright. Gobber stepped back saying he was done, the dragon still whined in pain, but became much calmer now, Hiccup and Astrid kept talking to her as she closed her eyes.

"You're going to be ok now Feather-storm." Astrid said slowly. Hiccup pricked his ears, looking at him.

"Feather-storm? You named her already?"

Astrid shrugged, "Well…it kinda just of came up, she came with the storm and she has feathers on her wings so…Feather-Storm."

The dragon released its grip on the table, going limp as something dropped from her mouth. The table where she bit soon fell off leaving a perfect imprint of her teeth where a corner used to be.

****8****

The storm ragged for hours, soon proving to be too much for anyone to go outside. The silver was moved against the far wall near one of the fires, she was sleeping peacefully, no longer shivering or moaning, just soft breathing and purring like a kitten. Toothless watching her closely, making sure the kids all stayed a good distance when they played too close. Hiccup sat at the table nearest them with Astrid and Fishlegs, they were all eating a small meal of fish stew for dinner.

Fishlegs was talking about all the reasons a dragon would have feather wings, "it's possible that she can't breathe fire just like the Thundrum, so the wings could be used to help keep them warm when it gets cold at night. You know like how birds line their nests, and they could also use them to keep the hatchlings warm like a blanket.

"Or maybe they could use them to confuse other dragons when their hatchlings when they fly high enough those wings could be used to mistake it for a bird."

Astrid nodded, "Ok that make sense I guess, hide from big ones while their still little ones, but what about the fact it doesn't have any horns, spikes or claws, how would a dragon like that defend itself?"

Fishlegs thought a moment, "W-ell…she has some pretty strong jaws, her teeth must be harder than a Whispering Death's, so if a dragon attacked it, Feather-storm could easily make a nasty mark on her attackers, or worse."

"True, but it's her only defense, she's helpless otherwise." Astrid stated, "I mean Toothless has no spikes or horns but he still has claws and fire to defend himself."

Fishlegs smiled, "Exactly, we know Night Furies have retractable teeth, what if Feather-storm has retractable claws or hidden spines on her body somewhere."

Astrid thought this over, "Well I did see scratch marks in the floor when we moved her, maybe those cat shaped paws have cat claws too. But I think if she had hidden spikes we would've seen them when Gobber put the hot metal to her."

Hiccup turned to the others, "Do you think it's possible Feather-storm might know where to find night furies?"

The question threw them off, they stared at him curious. Hiccup explained, "Look at Toothless, he hasn't left her side since we found her. He's acting kind of like a guard or a mother hen around her."

Fishlegs shrugged, "maybe he likes her, you know, 'like likes' her."

Astrid shook her head, "I don't think it's that, Toothless seems a little more…like how you treat Meatlug sometimes."

Toothless nudged Feather-storm's wing, moving it so it covered more of her body. The silver sighed, still asleep. The night fury then hobbled off, sniffing around empty plates and tables for some food, always glancing back to the female dragon.

Fishlegs looked thoughtful, "Hmm, When Feather-storm wakes up we need to keep a close watch on how Toothless acts around her. I still think he might like-like her."

Hiccup and Astrid rolled their eyes. Just then there was a loud terrified shriek through the great hall, all eyes turned to the silver, awake and pushing herself back as far as possible against the wall, a little girl stood right in front of her hugging a stuffed toy lamb. Toothless bounded over gently pushing the girl away, hiccup bounced over as quickly as he could, holding his hands up to the dragon.

"Whoa, now hey, its ok."

The dragon screamed again, cat like paws scratching against the stone walls, a set of gleaming curved claws jutting out leaving deep marks wherever she scratched. The silver was terrified, eyes wide and searching for a way out. Hiccup kept trying, but the dragon was completely freaked out.

"Everyone get back, she's scared." Hiccup called to the massing humans. They obeyed without question, even his own father the chief. If anybody knew anything about scared dragons it was Hiccup. Of course Hiccup was the one hoping he could do this, he'd never even heard of a dragon that was so obviously terrified of humans.

The silver stared at the retreating humans, sapphire eyes now staring at the human holding his hands up to her. Hiccup turned his head down still holding his hand up. The silver halted, seeming to calm down, still backed up against the wall. She snorted, baring her teeth. Hiccup chanced a glance at her, seeing this the silver hissed. Toothless gave a loud whine as he stepped between Hiccup and Feather-storm. The silver took a step forward and hissed suddenly angry.

"Toothless what are you…?" Hiccup never finished as the dragon gave a low growl, turning back to the silver dragoness with a lowered head.

The two dragons exchanged looks, one whining the other growling.

Stoick leaned over to Gobber, "Any idea what's going on?"

Gobber scratched his head, "Well if I had to guess, it looks like feather-storm is scolding Toothless."

That's exactly the way it seemed, the night fury kept giving small roars and gesturing to the humans in the hall. Other dragons would purr in turn, but the silver's eyes never left the black dragon before her. Hiccup took a step forward watching the silver closely, neither dragon seemed to notice him there.

Toothless turned and showed the silver his tail, leaning into Hiccup. The boy smiled as his dragon nudged him affectionately. The silver watched them, still growling. Hiccup scratched Toothless on the ears.

"See? Everything is ok." He turned to the silver taking a few steps towards her, everyone held their breath as the silver backed up, Toothless just purred, motioning his head towards Hiccup. The silver lowered its slender neck so her eyes met the boy's, still backing away from him.

Hiccup held his hand out again, the silver watched him, whimpering as the hand stopped just before it touched her. She sniffed, shivering, teeth bared but making no sound. Toothless purred, the dragoness closed its eyes and thrust her head forward, so quickly she nearly knocked him over. Hiccup grasped her nose as the wind was knocked out of him, he could feel her shivering under his hands.

He smiled speaking softly and began stroking her scales, "That's it, everything's ok, you were just scared weren't you Feather-storm? You'll be ok now."

The silver slowly opened her eyes, she was still scared, her scaly ears once plastered to her head were now drooped, a fresh set of tears were trickling down her face. Feather-storm shivered all over whimpering. Toothless hobbled over licking her face and purring.

Stoick carefully stepped over, the silver eyed him, but nothing else, "So, hiccup, where are we keeping this one?"

Feather-storm saw him coming and pulled back with a scream, she huddled against the wall and curled up. Folding her wings around her so she looked like a mass of feathers, shivering. Hiccup frowned, "This is going to take a bit of work."

Toothless sat down at Feather-storm's side, purring as he tried to put a wing over her. Not too easy with a dragon that almost as big as a Monstrous Nightmare.


	4. Chapter 3- Differences

Ch3

It was late evening when Alvin came to see the gold dragon, still chained in its place, outside its cage were several shivering outcast soldiers . for once not shivering because of their leader being present. One of which was Alvin's second in command, Savage, eh too was shivering like a leaf.

"What happened here? you all look like Frija herself was here to say hello."

Savage turned to his leader shivering, "We tried again to get someone to bond with it, even with the muscle on him it killed three men, it was like fighting a monster."

Alvin raised an eyebrow, he'd never seen this kind of fear with anyone unless he was the cause. Just how powerful could this dragon be without use of its fire or shield snapping jaws?

"Where's Mildew?" Alvin looked around a bit, "I don't see him anywhere did the dragon kill him too?"

Savage shook his head, "He wasn't here when we let the Day Fury out of its pen. Said he had something he wanted to look into."

Alvin frowned, "More important than training our little friend here? what could possibly be more worthy of that old coots mind? Where is he?"

Savage shivered, Alvin's voice was getting a murderous tone, "Said he wanted to try something with the Scauldron sir."

Alvin glanced at the gold dragon inside, "How many times has it been out?"

"Sir?"

Alvin raised his voice, "The Day Fury, how many times have we tried getting him to bond with us?"

Savage thought a bit, "Three times in the past few days sir."

"Well then, if he's not like other dragons, then let's take a new approach." Alvin smiled wickedly, "Cut back its food rations to half, every time it doesn't bond with us cut them some more. For now leave it on the chains."

Savage nodded as Alvin left, "Yes sir."

He glanced at the great golden dragon in the cage, it had tears dripping down its face, it groaned as it looked at him, Savage could almost hear it asking to have his freedom. He shook his head and shoved the thought aside, he had more important things to worry about.

The gold dragon watched as the outcasts left, he stopped struggling against the uncomfortable restraints and settled with a shuddering sigh. The dragons who could see him from their own cages looked on at him with concern in their faces.

The gold paid no attention.

****8****

The next morning on Berk, Feather-storm was huddled in the back of the great hall slurping up the fish brought to her by Hiccup and Gobber. They had tried most of the night to move her elsewhere, but the silver had flat refused to move no matter what they tried. Even with Toothless's gentle urgings she didn't so much as budge.

So now when several Vikings came in to eat breakfast, Feather-storm just looked at them warily from her place doing her best to ignore them. The children who tried offering her some of their own food were the only ones she dare not take her eyes off of. She twitched every time they got too close, growling.

Gobber had been very blunt about getting them to keep back, "Now go on you lot, she's scared of you, and a scared dragon is one you don't want to be around."

"But hiccup's here and he can tame any dragon." One girl protested.

Gobber patted her head, "That's true, but it also takes time. And trust, so until Hiccup says it's ok for you to get closer; try not to alright? We don't need an accident happening."

The silver turned to glance at the scrawny boy tending her bandaging. He looked up at her with a smile, she snorted and turned away. Hiccup gave a small laugh, "You'll change your mind, I know that much."

Feather-storm closed her eyes, ignoring him. The boy didn't mind, she was letting him treat her wounds and that was a good start at least. Toothless looked on from his spot near her, he hadn't left her side this whole time.

Gobber came to inspect the boy's work, "A little tighter right there, don't want that brace to slip."

He gave the dragon's wing a brush, "No flying for you a while. Not until this wing heals up, you're lucky Thor didn't strike you in that mass last night."

Feather-storm snorted again, curling up as if she wanted to sleep. Hiccup gave the splint a small tug to make sure it was tied tight. Feather storm gave a grunt of pain; she turned sharply to glare at the boy.

Hiccup threw up his hands, "Sorry, won't happen again."

Her eyes softened a little, a confused sort of look crossed her face. She seemed to be trying to figure something out about this boy in front of her. Hiccup remembered back when Toothless had given him a similar stare, the dragon was curious to why a Viking would reach out to a dragon at all. Maybe this new dragon was wondering the same thing; as far as he knew Berk was one of the few places where humans and dragons got along. Feather-storm could be from a place that was just like Berk just two years ago, Dragons fighting humans nearly every day.

Feather-storm soon turned to Gobber who was touching her feathers again, she moved her wings away from him with a low hum.

Gobber gave a smile, "It still baffles me how a dragon can have wings like that. They feel a bit like soft scales or hardened feathers."

Hiccup's ears pricked at the mention of this, "Now that you mention it, maybe those feathers are actually a differently shaped scale. Wonder if they use them for anything other than flying."

"Well we'll soon find out," Gobber turned to leave, "The longer she stays the more we can learn about her. And in time who knows, maybe she'll find a rider for herself."

Feather-storm heard the children whispering to each other about this. Apparently they had overheard. She snorted at this and began heading for the huge doors of the great hall, her catlike paws barely making a sound on the stone floor as she walked calmly out onto the stair. She blinked in the brightness and stared out on a village full of Vikings and dragons living side by side. She blinked several times, glancing from one dragon to another in utter astonishment. Her mouth opened several times as if trying to say something.

"Wanting to go for a walk Feather-Storm?"

She looked down to see the small human hiccup staring up at her. Obviously he had followed her out, and was now smiling as brightly as before. she wondered how in the world she hadn't heard his prosthetic left leg tapping the stone as he walked right up to her.

He gestured to the open air before them and took a few steps, "Come on, I'll show you around if you want. Maybe we can find someplace more comfortable for you to sleep tonight. Should be nice now that its stopped raining."

He gestured for her to follow; Toothless bounding next to her and doing the same with a flick of his tail, she hesitated, glancing back at the group of kids inside and the dragons outside.

666

Mulch smiled as he watched young hiccup lead the silver dragon around his pastures. Among the herds the silver seemed much calmer then when they had been walking around the village, perhaps a wild dragon through and through. Mulch flinched as the dragon sniffed at the yak he was milking.

The yak gave a long snort shaking her horns at the large silver creature. Feather-storm simply purred in a musical way and bent to inspect the bucket at mulch's feet.

The old Viking farmer frowned and waved his good hand at her, "Here now none of that is yours missy. If you're hungry you can get some fish later."

Feather-storm jolted away from the hand, eyeing the other one which was nothing more than a small hook. The yak shied in reaction to her, relaxing at a touch from Mulch. Hiccup did the same for the dragoness cooing to her, "Hey its ok. We can get you something to eat if you want."

Feather-storm shook her head vigorously and began inching her nose for the bucket again, Mulch waved her off again, "Now go on, like I said this isn't yours."

Feather-storm licked her lips before turning to lay in a patch of white flowers. Her tongue flicking in and out as though her throat was dry.

Mulch shook his head, "Never thought dragons liked milk before. 'fraid I can't spare any, what with the recent storms scaring the heard, we've had to be more careful about our supplies."

"You think we'll have a food shortage?" Hiccup asked, both of them didn't notice Feather-storm's ears pricked at this.

Mulch shrugged, "Maybe, maybe not. Some of the hens have stopped laying after all the storms started up. The yaks and sheep are still giving milk no problem, so I don't think we have anything to worry about just yet. But your father and I have decided to build up the stores, just in case."

Hiccup nodded, the idea of a food shortage at this time of year wasn't going to sit well with anyone. He glanced up at the skies, still grey from the last downpour, the very air smelled like rain about to fall. He turned to notice Feather-storm tying to flap her wings, faltering as one of them was strapped firmly to her side. She growled in frustration, going so far as to chew at the thick leather straps, straining her long neck to get at the ones holding it firmly in place.

Toothless attempted to stop her only to get a snap of her fangs near his nose. A that the little black dragon shot a blast of blur fire in annoyance. Feather-storm halted, eyeing him with obvious anger. The night fury matched her gaze.

Mulch stood up sounding worried, he'd seen what happens when two dragons have a bout, "Hiccup stop them, the last thing we need here is a fight between dragons."

Hiccup needed no second bidding, he rushed over to stand between the two. Feather-storm regarded him with a simple stare as he told the night fury to back off and stepped closer to her. She barely moved as he went up to her strapped wing, giving it an experimental tug.

"maybe it's a little too tight," he fiddled with the straps a bit, readjusting it so it sat more comfortably at her side. Feather-storm moved it experimentally, snorting as if upset.

"I know you want it off, but until your shoulder heals it stays." he reached up and stroked her slender neck gently. She shivered from him slightly, glancing at the brace again. Hiccup shook his head, "Unless you want to risk never flying again you need to leave it alone."

Feather-storm's eyes widened at the idea. She glanced back to Toothless a moment. He just nodded and walked off. The silver dragoness gave a small whine, ears drooping in defeat. She silently followed Toothless away, a somewhat confused hiccup tagging behind.

"What I wouldn't give to know what they were saying." he muttered.

_777_

Over the next few days Alvin decided over and over again to get Fang to listened to him, and over and over again dispite offerings of food to the now starving dragon, and slow non-threatening gestures, the golden dragon would still lash out and claw anyone who dared get near him. Several times this resulted in the dragon's attempting escape, that lead to trying to train in in the underground where it was dark. Soldiers would walk away from the sessions with limps and bruises, even Mildew had to stay on his toes around the beast, escaping a with a few scratches.

Fang was constantly muzzled for limited fire power and no jaw use other than the food he managed to snap up, his paws were wrapped so those cat-like claws couldn't be used. But even with his wings and tail free, Fang proved to be more than a match for the stupid outcast Vikings of Alvin's squads.

The bulky leader growled angrily, the attempts at dragon training were getting better lately, but with this one nothing seemed to be working, the velvet glove did nothing, the iron fist just made it more difficult. Ironically that just made him more determined to get the gold to obey him. He was just as confidant as before that anyone who could ride this dragon could be the most powerful person in the skies or on the seas. At the moment he stared at the creature in its temporary state of slumber, he knew that once Fang woke up he would try to attack anything that came to close to it.

"Look at you." he said quietly, his eyes passing over the scars Fang had received, some of them were from his men tying the beast down, others were from the use of snares and weapons every time the gold had managed to escape his cage. Alvin shook his head, "Most dragons we have would be dead if they kept this up, but you…you're a fighter. You're a survivor, you may look pretty but you're as hard as iron and brutal as the best of us. We can see eye to eye and you still won't accept a rider. What is it going to take?"

Fang's eye opened he stared at the burly bearded man standing past the bars, the once bright blue eyes now hardened and angry. He let out a low growl, baring his fangs as best how could with the muzzle holding his snout shut.

Alvin smiled, "Maybe just a little more encouragement. Wonder if this would've been easier if we had that friend of yours."

The gold's mouth curled in an obvious grin, he strained against his chains. Alvin put that to mind, and left, an idea forming in his head, one he just might be able to pull off.

"Might not be _completely_ impossible to find." He muttered.


	5. Chapter 4
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CH 4

Trader Johan looked out into the horizon, adjusting the rudder.

"We'll be there in another day miss, don't you fret." He said to a figure in a black cloak.

A young girl who looked to be around 15 turned to him with a spark of humor in her voice, "you sure you want to go this way? I hear there's Vikings out here."

Johan laughed, "some of my best customers, especially on our next stop. The island of Berk there's a cleaver boy living there you may want to meet. He's the one who made that rigging for me."

The girl nodded, "Must've been quite a trade for something that good."

The salty trader wiped some sea spray off of his face as he checked the helm keeping it in place, "He's an odd Viking that one, small, scrawny, weak, but very smart and good with his hands, kind hearted, you'd like him."

The girl smiled cheekily wrapping her grey green cloak around her more closely, "Trying your hand at matchmaking are you?"

Johan scratched his beard, smiling, "Never know, I might be good at it."

The girl hopped up on the railings, fearlessly balancing on its length as the boat rocked up and down, her tie on sandals forgotten on the deck alongside a grey knapsack. Johan watched her in amazement as she ran along the thin edge between water and deck, climbing the riggings like a squirrel and standing with her face to the wind on top the sail. She did that once every day since they started traveling together nearly two weeks ago. He asked her why she did that once, but all she would say was, "I'm flying, why not?"

He had decided to take her to Berk first, not wanting to think about what the Outcasts would do if he went on his normal route. A customer was a customer, but even he didn't like hanging around that gods forsaken island long. Not when his stays on the other islands were so much more pleasant, especially after the dragon wars had ended.

Besides, she never told him how far she had wanted to travel, and he was sure that someone on Berk could help her explore the islands faster than he could. He may have a reliable trading ship full of exotic delights and oddities, but the Vikings of Berk had dragons to ride from island to island as well as their ships.

He was just musing over what her first reaction would be towards a dragon, a Zippleback maybe, when the girl dropped off the rigging, landing with odd subtlety on the deck, "Ship off the port bow, headed our way. Do you know it?"

The salty trader pulled out a spyglass up to his eye, looking in the direction she had indicated he recognized the unmistakable miss meshed grey sail and spikey iron studded prow of a wolf ship, the sail bearing its owners crest caused his face to turn several shades paler.

"It's one of Alvin's' ships, the Outcasts." His voice shivered a little as he said it.

A familiar scratch of metal reached his ears, the girl had drawn the thin sword on her back.

"Here now, that toothpick of yours won't do much good against and Outcast's battle-axe." The trader motioned behind a stack of crates urgently, "Hide here, I can talk to them easily. But if they see you they might see you as foreign merchandise."

The girl's gaze darkened at the mention of such a thing, she glanced between the outcast ship and the trader as if weighing her options. Already they could see stout men in heavy metal and dragon bone armor waving. The girl sheathed her sword going for an oddly colored cloak in her pack, with a swift motion she threw it over her shoulders and slid below deck. Johan made sure she was out of sight before greeting the outcast ship heartily.

"Well now if it isn't Alvin's crew." He called putting on his best smile, "come to meet me have you?"

The captain of the wolf ship ordered the sail set to half mast, slowing the ship down a bit as they became parallel to the traders ship, "Ahoy trader Johan, you're a bit early this year, where have you been this time?"

"Oh dear friend the people I've seen the places I've visited, the things I've traded, it would take days to tell you everything. Perhaps I can tell you as we head for Alvin's port?"

He hadn't really meant this, besides he wasn't sure the long wolf ship was even intending to escort anyone anywhere.

The captain called back, "We're on a mission at the moment. Alvin's orders, afraid that means we won't be there for your visit to Outcast isle this time."

Johan feigned disappointment, "Just as well I suppose, I have several islands to visit before I reach yours. Who knows, you might come back in time to get the best for last."

At this the crew became visibly excited, and relived. Apparently they had been thinking that they would miss the trader's visit to their island altogether. One of them shouted over near laughing, "save me a peek at your best metal, been needing a new edge for me sea axe."

Before Johan could answer a figure slid in beside him, placing hands on the railing. Inwardly he cursed, the girl was back on deck, her colorful dress from before replaced by dark green shirt and brown pants, her arms wrapped in straps of leather, her chest covered with a vest of the same, her face was smeared with dirt and hidden in a cowl of a nearly black cloak, if Johan hadn't been standing so close to her he would've sworn she was a young bowman.

She called over in a deeper toned accent, sealing the illusion at a distance, "Ahoy there sailors, might I ask where it is your heading?"

The captain's brows shot up, immediately distrusting of the stranger, "Who are you to ask?"

The girl raised her hands in an innocent gesture, "I meant no offense to such brave Vikings as yourselves. I was just wondering if you might be headed for my homelands, afraid the pickings out there aren't what they used to be. Taking from dragons is an easier task."

At the word 'dragons', ears seemed to prick. Their faces became instantly impressed, wrestling with dragons was one thing they knew, and if this young man could sneak past dragons and still have all his scrawny limbs intact, the he must be more than meets the eye.

"We're out searching for one now, a great white one with wings like a gull." The captain called, "You haven't seen any out this way have you?"

Johan shook his head, the stranger did the same calling, "If it's a dragon your after you'll be searching for a few winters, even the slowest dragons can fly farther in a day than a ship's sail."

"This one will be injured; Alvin thinks it went down in a storm somewhere, unable to fly."

The salty trader noticed the girl's fists turning white as she gripped the railing more tightly, her voice however sounded unconcerned, "Then you might not find her at all, injured or not."

The captain laughed aloud, followed by his crew, "If we don't find that dragon this way, then one of Alvin's other ships will, he's got us scouring the ocean for any trace of that beast. Shouldn't be long before we find something."

"a dead dragon is of no use to anyone."

The captain smiled, "Alvin just wants it brought back to Outcast island, eh didn't say anything about it being alive or not. If you do see it be careful, it's as dangerous as a hurricane and powerful as Odin."

The girl held her hand up in a gentle wave, "I'll keep that in mind. Fair weather to ya."

"Fair weather and good sailing," the captain answered as the ships soon became farther away. The order was heard to return to full sail and she ship soon picked up speed in the cross winds. Johan let a sigh of relief escape his lips.

"What were you thinking? I know my way around men like them, you should've let me do all the talking…" he trailed off when he saw the look in the girl's eyes, dark angry and fearful as an animal in a corner.

She turned to the man, all her humor from the past few days gone, "If a storm is occurring on outcast island headed out, which way is the best to sail?"

"Er, I don't think anybody would be that crazy to try."

"And if they were?"

Johan thought a moment, "Storms often head through here going south or east ward, so maybe northwest."

"Are there any islands northwest of the Outcasts?"

"Just three, ones not much more than a large sandbar, the other is wild dragon territory. Berk is the best to go to."

"Take me to the dragon one first."

Johan was at a loss for words, the girl began wiping her face off with the corner of her cloak, "Take me as close to the island as you can then let me use the small boat from there."

"DID YOU NOT HEAR WHAT I JUST SAID!?" the trader yelled more at his own confusion then at her, "That's _Wild. __Dragon._ _T__**erritory.**_ If you go there then you'll be asking for trouble."

The girl ignored him, setting to the task of inventorying her knapsack's content, "I'm asking you to go as close as you dare, then give me the life boat and terminate our contract."

She handed him a small blade as long as her forearm covered swirls of gold and silver on its hilt, a crest of feathers set just inside the pommel and again in the fine dark leather scabbard. Johan took it gently as if it were made of glass, inspecting its fine materials and craftsmanship.

"You can take this in payment." She said flatly, "now can you get me there or not?"

Johan gulped, "It'll be a full day to get there on full sail, provided the wind stays in our favor."

The girl set to repacking her things, "Good."

888&888

Feather-storm yawned, opening her wings to the sun for the first time in days. Gobber standing back with the brace in his hand, smiling, "Right pretty you are in this light. Should be good enough to fly I think. Just not too far, or fast, or high, or hard, or…"

"We get it." Snotlout a beefy armed boy with dark matted hair, rolled his eyes, his face breaking out in an expectant grin, "Let's see what she capable of."

"forget that," Tuff, a slender big nosed blonde punched his hands together, "Let's see what she can do."

His fraternal twin, Ruff smiled in agreement, "Can we start with blowing something up? Please, can we?"

Hiccup ignored them as he stroked the silver dragoness on her neck; she gave a simple purr in return shaking herself as she eyed the other humans in the arena. She had been reluctant to come in at first, seeing as the large circular pit had chains and bars covering the ceiling. It wasn't until Toothless had gone in after the twin headed Zippleback and Astrid's Nadder, Stormfly that she even budged from the front gate.

She eyed the group of humans with some distaste, still looking to Toothless from time to time as if seeking reassurance. She had no idea what these humans had in mind for her, but the sight of Fishlegs's face as he bounced up and down with a quill and paper in his hands was enough to send chills down your spine. He looked like he had been eating to many sweets for the past…well, let's say a week, and he was still in the rush phase.

To feather-storm he almost looked as if he wanted to eat her alive. Something that wouldn't bide well after all the work that had gone onto getting her to trust them.

As she folded her wings again, Hiccup hoped up onto Toothless's back, clipping his false leg into the special stirrup, "Alright class, we're going to start with a simple flight. Feather-storm is going to follow us around to the cove and after that we'll start assembling a chapter for her in the book of dragons."

Fishlegs nearly squealed raising his hand, "Oh, Oh, Oh, her name, I have a name for her."

Ruff snorted, "Uh yeah we all know her name is Feather-storm. Duh!"

Her brother laughed along, "I think he had Dragon nip in his breakfast again."

Fishlegs ignored them happily hoping from one foot to the other, "Feather-storm is a special kind of dragon, one we've never seen before, so she needs a special type of name for herself. I was up all night thinking about it and I think I have the perfect one."

Hiccup and Astrid exchanged a glance, they knew the stout boy well enough to know he would keep it up until somebody heard.

"Why does _he_ get to name her?" Snotlout whined, maybe _I_ have a good name for her."

They all looked at him, he stuck his nose in the air, "I said _maybe_."

"How about we discuss this after we know more about her?" Hiccup gripped the saddle, testing the tail before takeoff, "Ready?"

The Night Fury jumped through the gate, wings stretching to the wind, lifting upwards into the sky, the other riders mounted their dragons following in their unique ways, shouting for a race. Feather-storm watched them a moment opening her own feather wings, ears twitched as she heard the word 'race', a faint smile crossing her snout.
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Snotlout and the twins were zipping through the air, their dragons squealing in delight at the challenge. Hiccup looked on as they sped past, shouting taunts at each other.

"Hookfang is faster and stronger than that two headed green blob of yours." Snotlout puffed his chest out. His red Nightmare giving a growl.

"Oh yeah, well our dragon is faster than your brain." Ruff jeered.

"And with four of us that makes us four times faster than both of you." Tuff shouted fist bumping his sister, their dragon hissing through both heads.

Hiccup shouted up, "Com on guys, were supposed to be taking it easy o this flight, Feather-storm…"

"Did she take off with us?" Fishlegs called.

Hiccup face palmed, shoot he hadn't looked back to see if she had followed, as far as he knew she was still in the arena sunning herself. With an adjustment to the stirrups his black dragon began to turn around. In time to hear a screech like a reed flute on a high note.

"Hiccup look!" Astrid pointed to a white form coming up fast. Feather wings gripping at air easily as it climbed higher and higher, right past them. Feather-storm slowed her climb, flapping to stay in a hover staring down at them; she spotted the two dragons and three riders racing ahead and screeched at the black dragon, a glint in her eyes.

Toothless responded, flapping harder, straining to get moving. Stormfly already picking up speed to catch up with the others. Hiccup watched in awe as the silver dragoness arched backwards in slow movement, a quick flap and she speed off after the others.

Toothless grunted, hiccup sighed adjusting the pedals and sliding back in the saddle, "Guess we're racing after all."

999

Toothless shot past everyone easily heading for the sea cliffs, they charged through with agile twists and turns above the sea spray, landing on a high rock to watch the others. Snotlout and Hookfang kept bumping into places, not slowing down.

"He's getting better at this."

Astrid and Stormfly breezed past squeezing through every obstacle as easily as Hiccup had.

"Always at the top."

The twins came next, they crashed three times before getting through. Once almost falling out of the sky.

Hiccup shook his head, "Going to need to work with them, again."

Fishlegs was flying a little more slowly, hiccup was surprised, he was doing alright through the maze of stone sure, but he had expected to see Feather-strom before the twins with the way she had flown of earlier.

Toothless gestured upwards, his rider following his gaze. Feather-storm was hovering just before the cliffs watching the others. After Fishlegs had gone through she arched again, more quickly this time, darting in and out of the stone cliffs in a flash of white. Hiccup caught his breath as he saw her slip past Fishlegs, fly around the twins, nip Hookfang's tail and arch over Stormfly to take the lead.

Hiccup was dumbfounded, the only other dragon he had seen move like that was…Toothless. The black dragon opened his wings, taking off without warning. Hiccup adjusted flying off, "Alright, then let's set the course."

As he past each one he shouted over which way the race was going to go, around the island to the far side and cut back through the forest. They nodded urging their dragons to go faster. Once he caught up to Astrid however he found it hard to get past her. He knew Stormfly had been getting faster lately, but this was ridiculous. The Nadder was actually keeping pace with Toothless right now, practically neck in neck. Feather-storm was in a good gap ahead of them. Hiccup didn't know which to be more impressed with at this point, Astrid's Nadder, or Feather-storm.

"This isn't our best bud, come on we can take em."

Toothless put it in high gear, screeching out.
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The silver's ear twitched, she had heard the black call out. To her it was a challenge, and instructions, far side eh? She could do that. She chanced a look back. The fire-wing, boulder eater, and twin head were a good distance behind; but the spike tail and the Night walker were catching up, slowly and surely. She flapped a little harder calling back in her flutelike cry, sounding truly happy for the first time since her arrival.

_Catch me if you can!_


	6. Chapter 5- Thickening
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Ch5

Johan sailed onward with a nagging worry in the back of his mind, he had left the girl on dragon island over two days ago, and was still convinced he should've talked her out of it.

He had no idea what they did in her home country when it came to dragons, but he was sure that without anything more than a bow she might never be heard from again. Just because little Hiccup could survive with dragons didn't mean everyone could.

He spotted Berk just ahead; he spotted a few dragons flying around the cliffs and sighed, "No use worrying about her now, I've got a trade to run."

A flash of silver caught his eye, curious he pulled out his spyglass and searched, his eyes widening in surprise as he saw a beautiful white dragon blast green flames from her mouth, a familiar black dragon flying next to her as they circled out of sight. Johan shook his head, feathers like a gull. Could that have been the dragon the outcasts were after? If it was, and it was on Berk then Stoick and Hiccup would want to know, and soon.

*****8****

Feather-storm lay gasping for breath at the village edge, a huge obvious grin on her face as Gobber groomed her. The burly Viking however wasn't too happy, "Her wing's gone and started bleeding again, a small tear but nothing that couldn't have been avoided. Now who's numbskull idea was it to race her in the first place?"

All fingers pointed to Snotlout and the twins, even the accused attempting to turn Gobber's angry gaze away from them. The three of them were each given a swift cuff to the back of their heads, "I might've known. You three will clean up my forge while Johan's in port today."

The mention of the salty trader caught their attention, seeing this Gobber nodded, "Sven saw his ship headed in just an hour ago, he'll be in port in the next few minutes. So anything you want to look at Ruff, Tuff, Snotlout, you can wait until you've cleaned the forge from top to bottom."

The three groaned, "That's not fair, by the time we're done all the good stuff will be taken."

"Well that's your problem isn't it?" Gobber headed inside, "Stay there girl, I'll go get you a salve for that wing."

Feather-storm purred musically, turning to Toothless with a smile. The black dragon sat next to her and gently began licking her wing.

Snotlout and the twins all crossed their arms in disappointment; Tuff whispered to his sister, "You know this was all your fault, right?"

She grabbed his helmet horns and twisted him to the ground, following up with a kick to the ribs. Tuff groaned, "Haven't felt that one in a while. Kind of miss it."

Feather-storm shifted as she watched this, looking towards hiccup. The boy smiled, "Don't worry; those two are always like this. Hey you should meet Trader Johan; he'd love to meet a dragon like you."

Fishlegs held up a molted feather, smiling, "I'll bet he'd like to trade for a few of these too."

The silver dragoness snorted, absently glancing at her feathery wings.

****8****

"My word, aren't you just beautiful." Johan breathed eyes unable to take his eyes off sleek form and shinning wings. The dragoness stared at things around his ship from the docks, she was a bit large to get on board what with so many others already pilling on to get first glimpse at the salty trader's wares.

One of the other Vikings nodded, patting the man on his back, "She's amazing alright. She's as fast as Toothless, Hiccups night fury, saw it with my own eyes. Be useful if Alvin ever attacks again eh?"

Alvin…was sending out ships to find a dragon with feather wings…could this one be…? He spotted Hiccup coming up to him with a pot of ink and bolt of fine leather, "Johan, what can I trade for these?"

Johan glanced to the boy, the dragoness was staring at a stringed instrument Gobber was playing, or trying to, something about the little thing didn't sound right to him.

"How long has that white dragon been here?" the trader asked absently.

Hiccup had to follow the man's gaze to know what he was talking about, "who Feather-storm? Two weeks, maybe longer. Are you thinking of training a dragon of your own?"

Johan gave a laugh at the suggestion, "Maybe when I'm a bit more grey. Tell me, Feather-storm, she got that name from how she got here right? In a storm?"

Hiccup rubbed the back of his neck, "It's that obvious isn't it? I couldn't think of anything else at the time really."

That proved it, Alvin wanted this dragon. And when Alvin wants something, he went through forceful measures, even cruel ones to get what he wanted. Johan had heard of his attempts to get Hiccup in the past, none of them sat well with the humble trader. He turned to the boy, lowering his voice, "I came across an Outcast ship on the way here. The crew let slip that they were looking for a dragon, one just like Feather-storm."

Hiccup's face twisted in a mixture of confusion and fear, "Did you hear why?"

Johan shook his head, "All I know is that they were on Alvin's orders to find it…her. They even said they had several ships looking in different directions."

Hiccup frowned, it sounded desperate somehow, there had to be more to this. He glanced at Feather-storm remembering the spear they had found in her shoulder, if Alvin had been trying to catch her, and still was, then he must have some big plans. The boy had seen for himself how fast the dragoness could fly when she wanted to, and during the unintended race she had shown a capability to breathe bursts of green that froze everything it touched, such as is tail fin, forcing it in a fixed position.

He turned back to the salty trader, "I'll find my dad, you need to tell us everything that happened."

Johan nodded, "I remember where your house is, I'll come by tonight."

He picked up the ink pot, "as for this, my gangplank rig broke a while ago, can you fix it?"

***8***

A rat came slinking around for food, scraps, anything it could get its paws on. It sniffed the air looking for anything, whiskers twitching as a pair of those burly feet came clomping by. It scurried under the nearest cage door out of sight, sniffing. The place smelled like death, perhaps something in here was worth eating. When you're a rat whose hungry enough you'll eat anything really, of course that could be said of about anything trapped on this miserable island the outcasts called home. Unless you were one of those burly soldiers, or wild hunting dragons, you ate whatever you could get your mouth around.

The rat sniffed, edging closer to the source of the smell, not rotten, but not fresh either, still it could be food as far as the rodent was concerned. But there was another smell, a sweeter one, a frightening one, the rat shivered looking around in the dark. Nothing was moving, it inched closer to the nearest surface in case it needed to hide. Unfortunately, the next place it ended up was much slimier.

Fang ignored the squeaks of fear as the creature became wedged between his teeth. He shrugged off the pain as the tiny morsel scratched and bit in vain to escape, he shut out the sound it made when the rat died and swallowed it whole. Shivering in disgust he settled down to wait, already hearing more of the little creatures scurrying about.

How many of these things had crawled in here looking for a meal? How many had he forced himself to catch for a shrinking stomach? How much longer could he stand this?

He only had an answer to one, as long as it would take. He thought nothing of these Vikings, or their pitiful attempts to control him. They were all monsters, dragon hunters, killers; he had never heard a decent story about these humans in his life. Even the new tales of a dragons conqueror who supposedly drove a Red death to its demise said little of any good nature to these creatures. To his kind the Red death was known as the Controller, a creature that was more of a monster than the Vikings. Just because a human killed one didn't mean he was a friend to dragons, it just made these creatures worse in his eyes than before.

Stupid storm, coming out of nowhere like that, driving them to a place like this. They should never have left home, never left their nest where it was safe from humans.

He sighed shakily, thinking of the silver, his companion, his sister. At least she wasn't trapped on this island with him. Where ever she was hoped she was safe, among other dragons, or better yet back home.

Home, a simple word, yet even now it brought back memories, far away from humans like these smelly Vikings, with such meager rations.

And these rats. A scuffling sound reached his ear, coming closer. Not long and he snapped it up too, Yuck!


	7. Chapter 6

Ch6

Toothless was curled up with Feather-storm again in the great hall. (she stubbornly refused to sleep anywhere else) the silver dragon was already breathing long and soft in a deep and pleasant sleep. The Night Fury tucked her in with her own wings like he had done so many times before, looking to any observer like a parent tucking in a child. Astrid watched them smiling as she ate her dinner.

Snotlout, Ruff, Tuff and hiccup were More interested in Johan's report.

"Why would Alvin want a dragon like Feather-storm?" Ruff asked, "I mean she doesn't look like the kind of dragon he would ride."

Tuff snorted, "If he knew how to train them in the first place."

"True," Ruff admitted.

"Even if he _could_ train dragons, let alone _ride_ them, I doubt he would want a Gull flyer, not the most fierce looking next to him." Fishlegs said a-matter-o-factly. Everyone turned to look at him.

"Gull flyer?" Snotlout laughed, "What kind of dragon name is that?"

Fish twiddled his fingers, "I'm still trying to come up with a name for what she is ok? I don't have a lot to go on like we did for the Typhomerang."

"Whatever." Snot took a bite of his meal. Fishlegs turned to Hiccup.

"So…what would a guy like Alvin want with a dragon like Feather-storm?"

Hiccup shrugged, thinking back to everything they had seen her do so far. Snotlout counting them off on his fingers, "Come on why wouldn't he? Fast flyer, always sharp claws, powerful jaws, and icy breath that froze instantly, and those wings would fool anybody into thinking she wasn't much before, BAM!"

He slammed his hands on the table, rattling everything and spilling a few cups, "Out comes the unexpected ice breath from a white frosty dragon."

Fishlegs groaned, "Aw man, that's perfect! Why didn't I think of that? A White Frost."

Hiccup shook his head, "No that's not it."

Tuff dropped his fork, "Why not? White Frost sounds as cool as a Night Fury or a whispering death, (I still want one of those)."

Hiccup frowned, "Not the name, Alvin. If he knew about Feather-storm's abilities why did it take him this long to start looking for her? Johan and my Dad figured the ship he passed was only three days out form Outcast island. And Feather-storm's been with us on Berk for much longer."

Astrid and fish nodded, understanding crossed their faces as clearly as confusion crossed the others. Hiccup continued, "Not to mention the spear that was lodged in her shoulder was proof that the outcasts attacked her in the first place. So why wait this long to find her when it would've been easier to track her down the same day they hurt her?"

"True." Astrid said, thinking back, "Even on open water a downed dragon is easier to find when you go right ahead and look for it."

She stared at the two dragons again, Toothless had curled up next to the silver and closed his eyes. Astrid sighed, "So what should we do about it? if Alvin is looking for Feather-storm, how do we react?"

All eyes were on Hiccup, the chief's son shook his head slowly, "Right now, We just have to keep an eye out for any of Alvin's ships headed our way. Anything beyond that… I don't know."

***8***

With his little ship back on the sea, Johan worked the riggings of his sail headed for Outcast Island, he disliked the robbers to some degree, but then business was business after all.

He looked behind him to watch the island of Berk fade in the distance, "I can't lie when I say it's one of my favorite places to visit."

He smiled turning to six large sliver white feathers, courtesy of the dragon herself. He had never traded with a dragon before, and frankly was glad of the result . Feather-storm was a strange dragon if not generous when she offered him her feathers in exchange for some honey an old longbow without a string and a bolt of colorful silk. Smart of her to notice he was staring at them like that, he wondered if she would be willing to trade him for more should they meet again. After all he knew a few places that were very interested in dragon teeth, claws and scales. Berk may not trade skins anymore, but they still had an abundance of the rest to use.

He wrapped them up and stowing them in his pocket, no use cluing the outcasts in to where their 'dangerous, injured, gull winged' dragon was. He had no intention of trading them around these parts anyway.

As the open sea before him began to darken in the late evening, Johan's mind went back to his conversation with Stoick and hiccup last night…

_"They're looking for Feather-storm? Why?"_

_Johan shook his head for the burly man, "No idea, I almost wonder if I could've gotten anything out of them. The only reason I know is because of what Strider said. She was a girl who traded with me for passage to this area."_

_"Strider eh? Nice name. "Stoick thought aloud before continuing, "You're sure its Feather-storm?"_

_Johan nodded, "When Hiccup said her name I knew it."_

_Hiccup frowned, "There's gotta be more to it than that. Did you find anything else out? How many ships are looking? Did they say anything that might give us a clue?"_

_Johan thought back to when the captain and Strider were talking, "Like I said, Strider commented on how raiding a dragon would be easier than taking from most in the east and then they let slip they were looking for a dragon, they also said she didn't have to be alive for whatever Alvin had in mind."_

_Hiccup frowned worriedly, the chieftain shared the same look as his son. Stoick stood up, "I wonder…Bait maybe…or…"_

_"Hostage," hiccup finished "it makes sense after how the other dragons react around her doesn't it?"_

_Stoick shook his head, "It's a possibility, but not one I think could work. Still, hiccup I want you to take your riders and patrol the again before the sunlight's gone. Keep things quiet for now. After that I want you to arrange a guard system for Feather-storm, she can't leave the island until we know what Alvin's up to."_

_Hiccup nodded, "What about the villagers?"_

_Stoick frowned, "I don't want a repeat of when Thor was striking those dragon perches and they blamed Toothless for it. I'll tell Gobber and get a patrol to watch the seas in case one of Alvin's ships come to close and decides to do something funny."_

_Hiccup nodded again and left for the door. Stoick then turned to Johan with an apologetic face, "Thank you for your time Johan. Can't be too careful with Alvin, he can be as smart as Hiccup from time to time. And that's one thing I'll hate about him the most."_

Johan sighed looking at his lack of company, "Hope Strider is alright."

No sooner than he had said it, a dark green Nightmare flew over, roaring out into the night, heading for the opposite direction. Johan blinked, soon rubbing his eyes, was he seeing things or did that dragon have a black cloak on its neck?

He shrugged it aside as he saw three more nightmares flying behind the first. Must be looking for a new place to roost.

****8***

Mildew watched as the sun began to set, his eyes widening in surprise as he spotted a sail on the horizon. He recognized it even at this distance for the salty trader Johan, and judging from the direction he had just come from Berk. Mildew spat at the ground at the memory of his old home over run with dragons he hated, and being at 'peace' with ever Viking there making them go soft.

To his mind dragons were beasts no matter how you looked at them, simple animals that they now had ways to control. Mildew fumed, "Now if only we could get them to listen to orders."

Despite how much progress they had with getting dragons here to accept riders, they still seemed to be having trouble, and plenty of it, getting the dragons to do what they wanted. Same with this Day Fury Alvin had his eyes on.

"Wonder if that dragon is even still alive now," He muttered to Fungus, the little sheep chewing something with a bored look on his face, "Looked like a shell the last time I saw it."

"Mildew." A soldier came up giving a sloppy salute, "Alvin wants to know if there's any progress with the Day Fury."

"What do you think?" the old man snapped, "Of all the dragons on this island he has to go and set his sights on the one we know nothing about. In all the time we've had that beast locked up we haven't been able to so much as get one measly boot onto its back."

The soldier cringed as Mildew continued his ranting, "Oh sure now we can get onto their backs just fine, we don't have to worry about getting our limbs torn off as we take them out of their cages, but that _day fury_, I mean why him? What is so special about that dragon? After so long with so little progress I say we put the thing out of its misery and use its skin for a new canvas."

The soldier stared with a blank look, gulping, "Right…should I tell him that?"

"TELL HIM THAT DRAGON IS STILL USELESS!" mildew roared, adding with a lower voice, "And while you're at it, tell his trader Johan's ship is approaching."

At the mention of the salty trader the soldier got excited, running off and waving to everyone he passed by as he yelled the good news, "Johan is coming, Johan is coming."

Mildew rolled his eyes, "Simpletons, the lot of them."

Fungus gave a low bleat, following his master as they went down to the pens.

***8***

Alvin stared at Fang, the golden dragon was much quieter now, very still. If it weren't for the rising and falling of the dragon's chest eh would've thought the Day Fury was dead. He looked so much thinner now, feathers and scales had gone dull.

Alvin opened the cage door, Fang didn't stir. He walked noisily up to him, still no movement. He reached out a hand slowly and touched the dragon's unkempt feathers. Fang's eye shot open to glare at the man, lip raised in a snarl.

Alvin jerked back expecting the dragon to snap and writhe like so many times before. but nothing happened. A smile crept across the man's face, "Too weak to fight us off now are you?"

Fang snorted, his own lip turned into a toothy grin. Alvin frowned at this, "Or maybe your saving your strength for something."

Fang settled back onto the floor again, closing his eyes once more. The outcast leader clenched his hands, was this dragon mocking him?

"You think you're so smart then eh? Fine doesn't concern me, less fighting back just means we can finally get a rider on your back." Alvin brought his eyes closer, staying well out of the muzzle's chained reach, "I think I'd look right smart on a powerful dragon like yourself. Alvin the traitorous and his powerful Day fury, Fang. I can even give you some armor to make you look as dangerous as you really are, how's that sound?"

Fang didn't respond, he just sighed and appeared to have fallen asleep flicking his ear.

Alvin frowned getting up to leave, "Guard, when was this dragon last fed?"

The soldier flinched as the thought back, looking troubled, "Well…I…don't know sir, I started this post just three days ago. And come to think of it, I haven't seen anything other than rats going in there."

Alvin stroked his chin, "funny, I thought I told Mildew to give Fang less. Not cut his food completely. Have some fish grounded up for him, lots of it. I need that dragon to have _some_ of his strength when I start to ride him."

The soldier nodded, heading off to fulfill his master's orders. Alvin looked back into the cage smiling, _If I want you weak, I want it to be your soul. That's why we're looking for your friend Fang. I think when that silver gets here the first thing to do is to let the two of you have a caged reunion._

He chuckled at the thought of it, "A pair of Day fury's, what a sight that'll be eh?"

Fang slit his eye open, staring at the Viking chieftain. He watched the burly man walking away, laughing under his breath.

As Alvin left the pens he heard several of his men chattering excitedly, "Johan's ship's been spotted on its way here."

Alvin smiled, good, the trader had more than goods to trade after all. Perhaps he had a story or two for him.

***8***

Fang snorted, scaring away another rat. The dragon lay back down flattening his ears.

He knew that Viking was up to something, a plan to get him to accept a rider. He snorted, whoever heard of Vikings riding dragons? Ridiculous no matter how many times he heard it. still the way Alvin had said 'pair of Day Furies' what did he mean by that? The phrase was meaningless to him but somehow it caused him to feel uneasy.

His stomach groaned in want of food, Fang sighed and laid down again. Already he could hear rats crawling around. He decided better of it this time, the fact Alvin was planning to feed him would be a welcome change to  
>those horrible tasting vermin.<p>

**In light of how, for lack of a better word, mellow this chapter is, I think getting that misunderstanding on with is a good idea. Also, have you guessed what Strider's up to?**


	8. Chapter 7- Strider

On the far side of the island, a dark green Nightmare touched down, grunting and eagerly laying in the still warm sands. A figure in black cloak hoped off its back, stretching out to full extent, and shaking out her things. She turned to the dragon and scratched him behind the horns.

"thanks for the lift. How much do I owe you?"

The dragon shook its wings out, hobbling off to find a spot to sleep for the night. The girl smiled, pulling off her pack, boots and cloak, setting them above the shoreline, "Go home whenever you like Fire skin, I've got an island to scout first."

In another moment the girl was gone, seeming to melt into the gathering darkness. The Nightmare blinked looking back and forth wondering where she got to. Eventually he shook his head and poured lava onto the ground, soon settling to sleep.

***8***

"Stride in silence

Feather-storm glanced back over her shoulder, yep still there, both of them. Toothless curled up in sleep beside her as usual, and the boy Hiccup snoring in fading candlelight. An open book and several charcoal sticks and ink lay on the table before him. Feather-storm sighed, shouldn't that boy be in bed by now? she got up carefully so not to wake her shadow and inched her nose closer to the boy.

She nudged him once, twice, three times and he just groaned and rolled over. Figures he was tired, he had been sitting there for nearly the whole night scribbling in his book. She glanced at it, curious to see why he would work on it so late. Her sapphire eyes widened, papers before him had rough sketches of a her, stretching out in the sun, flying overhead, sitting with Toothless who smiled at her. They were each covered with the Viking runes, their own alphabet, she could read Norse script a little. And after reading a line slowly wondered why anyone would bother putting that much time into making notes about her.

She looked in the book, half a page was scribbled with the same writing and the start of a feathered dragon sat to attention on the page, very life like in the dim lighting.

The silver dragoness gave a small smile, gently picking the boy up in her paws. She walked on her hind legs back to where she had been asleep and set him down by the black dragon's wings, they both stirred a little not waking. She nodded to herself, guess they were both pretty tired.

She glanced back at the book a minute, with a smile she wrapped her wings around her. And began to do something she hadn't done for a while. Change.

***8***

Strider saw everything easily, her feet making hardly a sound as she bobbed through the trees, her nose twitched smelling pines and rowan trees, the smell of burning oils and wood caught her attention.

Halting for a moment, she closed her eyes trying to find where that smell was coming from.

"Stupid dull senses, Human noses just don't work when you want them too." She muttered, picturing a wolf in her mind's eye taking over her. She felt her skin tickle as her body numbed, her hand's stretched out to resemble paws, her legs altered into a more canine form covered in dark brown fur, her ears moved upward and pointed into large velvet triangles, a silky brown tail appeared behind her, swishing back and forth. She stopped as soon as the fangs came in, smiling as her sense of smell increased to a hound's level.

She sniffed the air again, the smell of burning oil came through much clearer, "that way huh?"

Another few scents hit her nose, causing it to twitch in confusion, "Musty Vikings check, farm animals check, fish and salt water check, resin and sawed wood check, cabbages unusual, sea water: well it is an island. Dragon blood…minimal? That _can't_ be right."

She sniffed again and again, walking closer towards the village, ears trained for any sudden sounds. Her mind went back to the lack of blood in the air, even on the dragon island she had smelled traces of the stuff from dragon fights, and those Vikings who said they were looking for a silver dragon reeked of the stuff, but here…it was as if dragons found few reasons to fight, anyone. But that couldn't be right, dragons were hunted by Vikings all the time, that's the way it had been for three hundred years.

She frowned dashing off into the night, the smell of the village dominating her senses even more as she got closer.

Sounds of worry reached her ears, shouting and scuffling. A dragon attack? She landed just outside seeing firelight and shadows dancing, silhouettes of Vikings and dragons flitted in and out of sight. Her nose twitched as she realized something was missing, "They're running around with dragons but there's no blood anywhere…what the heck do these people do with dragons if they don't slay them here?"

She raised her ears, focusing on the shouting's, the dragons sounded concerned, the Vikings were all calling as if in a search for someone, the name Feather-storm was repeated several times over.

"Not a bad name for a Viking, if not unorthodox for their culture." She muttered, she watched as a few Vikings came her way carrying torches. She flexed her claws and smiled, "Let's get some answers shall we?"

***8***

Hiccup searched in a panic, how could a dragoness that size have disappeared under his watch? And how did she slip past Toothless without him noticing?

His only clue to where she had gone was a strange girl Sven had seen in the great hall, as soon as she had seen Sven she screamed waking Toothless with a start and bumping Hiccup as a result. The last he had seen of the girl was her running barefoot out the door into the night, Toothless chasing after her in a panic.

As soon as the Vikings noticed Feather-storm was missing the alarm was sounded, orders were, find Feather-storm and find the girl for questioning.

He searched for any sign of a flash of silver, the image of the girl still fresh in his mind, a pale skinned youth around his own age with graceful features and frightened blue eyes wearing a simple dress made of colored silk, her hair turned red in the candlelight.

He searched for her now, hoping she had a clue to where the silver dragoness had gone. His father was heard shouting orders to check the coast for enemy ships. If Alvin had somehow gotten his hands on Feather-storm who knows what he would do with her. And if he had gotten her so easily then there was little telling how easily he could do something nasty under the cover of this darkness.

From the corner of his eye he saw a fleeting black shape run off for the woods, Toothless. Without any hesitation or doubt in his mind he went after his friend into the trees, "Toothless, Feather-storm."

***8***

One Viking was searching behind the armory, calling out that there was nothing there to the others. He was about to leave when something crashed behind him, he turned to see a bucket spinning on the ground. Someone was there, that girl maybe?

He stepped carefully speaking softly, "Las? If that's you then come on out, we just have some questions for you."

He heard footsteps running behind him, he turned expecting to see someone, but there was no one there. He heard it again behind him, again he turned to see nothing, now he heard something on the celling rafters, clawing and scraping like dragon claws.

"Is that a Terror I hear?" he gulped, "Come on out, this isn't funny."

He stepped further inside, trying to calm himself. It's just a little Terror, just a little dragon.

"Come on now I can't be playing these games." He called, still looking around.

Suddenly the armory door slammed shut, the burly man rushed for it realizing it was locked from the outside, but how?

"Who said anything about games?" an icy growl sounded behind him, sending shivers down his spine. He turned to see a shadow land lightly by the far wall, the shape of a slender wolf standing on its hind legs, "I certainly never said anything about a silly game."

The Viking bunched his muscles, preparing for an attack, the creature seemed to melt into the shadows, disappearing completely.

The burly man glanced in the dark straining for any sign of her, a movement, a sound, anything. He stepped forward, picking up an axe to defend himself with.

Something brushed against him in the dark, large and furry. He swung out, terrified, hitting a barrel of weapons over with a loud crash.

He stumbled in the dark the voice laughing, "What's the matter Norse man? You seem to be blind as a cave fish in here."

He swung again hitting air, but something hit him in the shoulder just under his armor, something small and sharp. He hissed out in pain covering the wound, another something hit his knees hard, he felt a rush of numbness in his leg forcing him to kneel.

"Don't bother getting up, Killer." A spark of light and a torch was soon flickering before him, as well as the face of a large brown wolf showing her fangs, "I have a few questions of my own, and you're going to tell me what I want to hear."

She showed a paw holding a claw as she spoke, touching the Viking's throat, "Or I'll show you what a few friends of mine have felt at your hands."

The Viking shivered, eyes wide in fear and confusion, "Loki's wolf child? It's not possible…"

"You see me, smell my breath, hear my voice and feel my paw at your throat. I'd say it's possible."

The burly man tried to move, only to find his arm and leg would not obey, they felt numb as if they weren't there. How? it was only a few scratches, unless…he gulped. She was a monster.

***8***

It didn't take long for her to leave the simpleton shivering in fear, smiling to herself, Loki's wolf child eh? She remembered from Norse legends that Loki had two sons at some point, a wolf and a snake. Though how that worked she didn't care to know, but the fact one was a wolf might give her an edge. If they thought she was a unknown daughter of this Loki character she might have next to no trouble with these slayers. She might even find a way to control them a bit…she shook her head. No, better to get her info and get out.

She was surprised to learn that Feather-storm was the name of a silver dragon, the same one she was looking for by his description. She was even more surprised to hear that they had left a boy to look after her, some scrimp called Hiccup. She rolled her eyes inwardly when she had heard the name, she knew Vikings believed a good name keeps gnomes and bad sprits away, but please, Hiccup? The best that name would do was make people fall over laughing for hours, or get the kid some water.

Still, if 'Feather-storm' was with this young Hiccup, then he had to be pretty strong and fearful to keep her under his thumb since her arrival. She could picture the silver now, huddled in a cage, injured and scared while some meaty boy laughed and poked a sword at her.

She sniffed the air, the place was quieting down, smells of all sorts of dragons were everywhere. The streets were emptying out.

"No blood." She muttered, "Did all the dragons get away?"

Her ears pricked at a familiar hooting, similar to a flute and frightened. But it was like it came from a human. She frowned, that could only mean one thing.

Her heart raced as she saw several Vikings headed in the same direction, great, more work to do.

She hoped to it, rushing the first Viking she came across with a quick smack to the neck, he went down silently. She moved to the next one, and another, knocking them out as she went.

_If I smell like blood when I get to her she'll be petrified,_ she reasoned with herself, sneaking out of sight with the next one, _Hold on till I get there, Mimibrunser._

**so now Strider is on the island. In case you didn't know, yes, shes looking for Fang and Feather-storm. Why? Guess for yourself. Next chapter coming soon, thank you for reading. (bow) Enjoy!**


	9. Chapter 8- Trust

Ch8- Trust

Alvin glared in disgust at the figure before him, a scrawny little man in what looked like a dress made of rich cloth and patterns. He stood looking up at the Viking with a shiver, staring over a pair of thin rimmed glass over his eyes.

"What is this supposed to be?" the outcast sneered, "I asked for a silver dragon, not a shivering foreigner."

One of the guards dropped a sack at his leaders feet, it dropped open to reveal several dried plants, strings of gems, and a sack of coins, Alvin snorted, "Os he's a trader eh?"

The man shook his head, "No s-sir, I-I'm a r-researcher and a h-healer."

Alvin scoffed turning to his dragon trainer, "Do we have any use for one of those here?"

Mildew shook his head, "I'm prêt sure we already have a healer in our ranks, maybe we should just take what he has and kill him."

Alvin nodded, delighting in the fear on the paling man's face, "Sounds like an idea, so let's see what else you have. Bring me a few of those little bags there."

A guard obeyed, cutting the string off for his master. Alvin poked his hand in with a greedy smile as he emptied the first one, dried flowers. The next one had what looked like whispering death teeth, "How would a small thing like you get these without getting ripped to pieces I wonder."

The crew laughed at this. The man stayed pale, gulping loudly and muttering, "Not working…it's not working…"

Alvin opened the last two bags, as soon as his hand was in his smile vanished in favor of confusion. He pulled his hand out holding a fist full of white scales, reflecting rainbows in the dim light. The others stared whispering as Alvin pulled out a fist full of rumpled feathers from the bag, feathers of different colors and shades, all gleaming beautifully.

Pale yellow, bright green, blue tinged white, rosy red lined in white, purple fading to a fire orange at its tip, and the most common was a coal black outlined in red, the feathers all ranging in sizes from the length of his forearm and under.

Mildew's eyes widened as well as he saw them, one look saw Alvin had made the concecttion too, as did even the dimmest candle in Alvin's ranks who had ever seen the reluctant and dangerous dragon.

"These feathers," He held them up for the man to see, "Where did you get them?"

The man shivered, stuttering, "W-well sir, they came f-from an extremely rare bird with wings like…"

"Bird my eye!" Lavin slammed his fist on the arm of his seat, causing a loud bang, and for their visitor to fall back onto his behind, shivering uncontrollably, "I've seen feathers like these before, they belong to a new kind of dragon. Dragons with feathers in their wings."

The man's eyes widened, "Y-you've killed one?"

Alvin didn't answer, he got up grabbing the man by the front of his silken shirt, tearing some of the seems as the small being was jerked up to eye level, "Tell me where you got this, and how. and _if_ you lie to me, I'll send you to spend the night with one of my night guard. I'm sure they'd love the target practice."

The man turned several shades paler, if that was even possible at this point.

***8***

Toothless ran through the dark, sniffing for any trace of the girl, the silver dragoness. His green eyes pierced thorough the dark searching for a flash of silver white. He cried out her name, begging her to come out. He saw a flash of movement; someone was running for the woods, he rushed off after it. The dragoness's sent hitting his nostrils. He called after her, she didn't slow down. He heard his human call after both of them, she still didn't slow down.

He followed her into the trees until he lost her, his human not far behind him.

"Toothless? Did you find her bud?" the boy placed a hand on his wings, human eyes were weaker in the dark. Toothless swept his human a little closer, sniffing out where the silver had gone.

A flash of white in the moonlight and Hiccup saw her to, a white haired girl running in the dark. A group of Vikings far behind her. Toothless nudged his human onto his back. Hiccup understood and climbed on; checking the tail shift, "Get ahead of her. Try not to scare her."

Toothless needed no second bidding as he took off for the moonlit treetops. As they made quick work of the distance, Toothless realized there was another sent down there, a forging one a human and yet, a swift determined one, closing in on the scent of the dragoness almost as quickly as they were. It sent a tingle down Toothless's spine, he wasn't sure he liked that smell. It had an undertone of something willing to kill should the need arise. It slightly reminded him of how the red death would devour other dragons when not satisfied.

He shivered at the memory. Landing ahead of the sweeter scent of the silver dragoness and calling out her name in his own tongue, Hiccup peering in the darkness as a slender girl appeared.

Hiccup was off in a flash, holding up his hands as if she was a dragon. Toothless mused over the idea a moment as the scent came closer.

The girl watched him, eyes widened in surprise, brilliant blue eyes.

Hiccup spoke slowly, still holding out his hands, "Its ok, I just want to talk to you."

The girl shivered, shaking her head, "I'm sorry…you won't…understand…not listen…call us devils."

She spoke uncertainly, as if tumbling over the language. Hiccup took a moment to process what she was saying. Toothless shivered behind him, that scent was getting closer.

He couldn't take it; he had to find out what it was coming from.

***8***

Hiccup paid little mind as his dragon left, he had noticed the Night Fury getting jittery as though something was wrong. Hiccup was sure the dragon would be fine, after all the only other things on the island at the moment were other Berk Vikings and their dragons.

He was more concerned at the moment with the girl. He held his hands where she could see them, talking slowly, "Look, I know you're scared. We were just surprised to find you all of a sudden, that's all. I'm sure if you explain yourself we can work this out. Get you…some help?"

The girl shook her head again, violently, "Leave alone…please…let me change."

Hiccup came closer, "I can help you if you let me, tell me what's wrong."

The girl became frightened, "Guise not trust Vikings."

Guise, was that the name of her tribe? Seemed an odd name, but who was he to judge different traditions?

"You can trust me." He reached for her hand slowly, her skin felt cold on his own. Her scared eyes stared right into his, they were familiar somehow. She shivered, a tear forming in her eyes.

"How?" she said slowly, looking at the ground, "How a Viking like you... so kind?

Hiccup smiled, "I'm different, and that's all."

"Hiccup…" she shivered, the boy's eyes widening in surprise. She knew his name!

She looked at him, "Fea…"

"GET YOUR MURDEROUS HANDS AWAY FROM HER!" someone screamed.

Hiccup barely had time to think as something grabbed his arm and threw him clear over twenty feet. He landed with a loud thump against a tree, shaking himself off as he looked to his attacker. His blood ran cold as he saw a wolf standing on two legs, teeth bared and flexing claws in the moonlight.

The wolf growled in a low feminine voice, "You dare harm my lady."

Hiccup's mind reeled, glancing at the girl behind the creature. She looked just as shock as he was. Hands to her mouth as she glanced to Hiccup.

The boy scrambled to get up, the wolf rushed for him. Before Hiccup knew what happened he was grabbed by his shirt front and thrust against a tree, gasping for breath and trying to keep from screaming. _This feels strangely familiar,_ he thought, staring into the angry golden eyes of a killer, a beast that had the power to rip him to shreds if it so chose.

"Just what were you trying to do with her, you talking Fishbone?"

Hiccup was robbed of words, grasping for the Wolf's paws, _defiantly familiar._

The wolf called over her shoulder, "Milady, are you hurt?"

The girl began storming over, her face a mix of shock and anger, "Let him go! He chief's son, he friend."

The wolf scoffed, "If he knew the whole story do you think he'd be kind to you? He's a Viking, they're all the same. Even odd ones like him aren't friends with us."

Hiccup's heart beat faster; the wolf's eyes stared into his own. The girl stood near them, looking conflicted about something. She grabbed the wolf's paw, voice shivering as she heard voices drawing near, "Let him go."

The wolf dropped him, Hiccup scrambling to get away from them. Eyes darting between the girl and the wolf in confusion.

The latter turned to her 'lady' and put a paw on the girl's shoulders, "Come on, before more of them show up."

They turned to leave, Hiccup's mind racing, Feather-storm…the girl was saying something about Feather-strom. He called after them, "Wait, what were you going to say?"

They both turned to look at him; the wolf had hatred in her eyes. Hiccup ignored it, staring at the girl, "You were saying something about Feather-storm, what was it?"

The wolf growled, "Go back to the village, boy!"

Hiccup shook his head, "Not until you tell me. If you know where she is then tell me; please it important. Trader Johan told us that Alvin is looking for a silver dragon just like her, we don't know why but if she leaves now then…"

The wolf flexed again, "Then you can't claim rights to this dragon? Can't claim her hide for your own? A pelt like that would be the envy of any tribe. A prize even more valuable than the dragon you call Night Fury."

At this something clicked in his mind, was the wolf after Feather-storm too? From the spite in her voice she obviously didn't wanted to kill the silver, but what about her hatred of Vikings.

"I'm not a dragon killer…"

The wolf burst out laughing, "Is that so, you've never killed a dragon? Not one of any kind? There's no dragon laying dead because of you?"

Hiccup shuddered, "That…no, I killed…"

"THEN WHAT MAKES YOU SO DIFFERENT?" the wolf roared out.

Hiccup stood a little taller, "I'm a dragon trainer, not a killer."

The wolf's eyes widened, larger than they may have ever before. Hiccup turned to the girl again, "Now please..."

The wolf was on him, pinning him to the ground, teeth glistening in the moonlight, "LIES, what makes you think I'm going to buy such a story as that?"

She raised her claws high, "Why should I believe _YOU!_"

***8***

Strider felt nothing but rushing anger, how dare this boy try to tell her such tales. How dare he admit to killing dragons and saying he was no killer. How dare he trick her into thinking he was her friend. How dare he…how dare he…how dare he be born a Viking!

She raised her claws to strike; the boy's eyes squinted shut, shivering in fear. Her mind battled a moment at what she was thinking of doing.

Just a small boy, he couldn't help where he was born or how he was taught.

But this was a Viking's child, son of a dragon slayer admitting to have killed before, who was to say he wouldn't do it again?

She heard a rushing sound behind her, her nose filled with the scent of other humans nearby. Her anger won, her claws dropped…

They never connected, she felt herself being knocked aside by a large white mass. Her breath was knocked out of her from the blow, her mind turned blank as she looked up to see a slender, cat pawed, feather winged dragon standing over the boy, fangs bared towards her.

Her growls easily stated her intentions. The wolf was stunned as she realized what had happened, her mistress, had just changed back in front of…had just defied her for…chose to save…a Viking child.

**AN: I APPOLOGIZE FOR TAKING SO LONG WITH THIS ONE. MY COMPUTER HAS BEEN ACTING UP. AS SUCH: THE NEXT CHAPTER WILL TAKE A BIT LONGER TO UPLOAD. THANK YOU FOR YOU PATEINCE. (bow) please review.**


	10. Chapter 9

Mildew watched the little man carefully as they walked down to the cells. The men had started called him dress man for that strange garment he wore. The little man kept reaching for his glasses muttering about something not being right. The old man scoffed, coward should've sailed a different direction, or better yet the men should've just killed him, then they wouldn't have to hear the little lump make so much noise.

Hearing him whimper and whine every time the guards poked him was starting to give him a headache.

He gave Fungus a pat on the head, "Wonder if the man didn't just trade for those feathers, eh fungus?"

The sheep just chewed with a bored look on his face.

****8***

Fang snapped up another mouse, he wasn't sure what was bothering him the most right now, still being a prisoner to Vikings, being given small rations of nothing but fish and meat day after day, worrying over the silver, having to continue to catch mice and rats to pass the time, or the fact he seemed to be building a tolerance to the way the vermin tasted.

He snorted managing to send a spark of blue out his nose only to regret it. That was never comfortable to say the least.

His ears pricked at the sound of heavy footfalls, the gold sighed closing his eyes, he could hear the gruff voice of their leader. What was that bumbling boulder up to now? And who was making those annoying squeals?

"Shut your yap!" Alvin shouted.

Fang sniffed to himself, all bark. So it was going to be like that this time eh? Sometimes he wondered why the other Vikings on this island let a man like that lead them.

In time he heard the group coming down the hallway, other dragons hissed and screeched in either fear or anger as they passed by.

"Y-you certainly have q-quite a collection Mr. traitorous." A small voice said.

Alvin chuckled, "a collection? You could call it that. Want to guess what they're for?"

"W-well…(ahem) I think I'd rather find out for myself."

The gold flicked his ear, that voice seemed familiar somehow. He shook his head as much as the restraints would allow tossing the thought to the back of his mind. The footsteps stopped outside his cage. Alvin had the guard unlock it. He heard someone get shoved inside with a frightened yelp.

Alvin came closer, Fang recognized that stench by now, knew that hand that so disrespectfully touched his wings. The gold ignored it as best he could, what he wouldn't give to snap all four of the man's limbs off and leave _him_ in a cage.

"Feast your eyes, of all the feathers you had in your collection, I'll bet you never saw a golden one before eh?" Alvin said with a chuckle, "And not only that but he's powerful too. Its why we have him chained up like this. See Deadly Nadders, whispering deaths, Scauldrons, Gronkles, Changewings; we can learn to handle them in good time…"

Fang twitched his ear in annoyance. Alvin continued.

"But this, The Day Fury, we know only so much and we still can't control it. So now I ask you, foreigner." His voice became lower, "How does a man like you get his hands on so many dragon feathers?"

****8****

Alvin stared at 'dress man' kneeling so close to the golden head, his eyes were wider than before, the little man hadn't moved since getting pushed inside. He just stared at the once shivering mess of a man waiting for answer. The burly Outcast leader chuckled aloud, "Well look here, he's so impressed he's been struck dumb. Guess he's never really seen one of these dragons before in his life."

The men all began to laugh aloud, clapping each other on the back as if it was the best joke they had heard in a while. Alvin glanced back to 'dress man', his face fell in confusion. There was a nasty looking grin on the man's face, and he was standing up, straightening his glasses.

The other men soon noticed this and stopped laughing, thinking something else was going on.

Alvin watched as 'dress man' took a step back and folded his arms into his wide sleeves, his voice completely different form before, "Alvin the Outcast, I believe we can do business together. Also you may want to take a step away from the…Day Fury."

Before anyone could even process the sudden change in this foreigner, Fang's eyes snapped open to look up at this stranger. Fang threw Alvin off of him and began wildly straining against his bonds, lunging and roaring after the little man before him. Going so far as to send sparks through his nose at the man.

The Vikings all took several steps back, Alvin hurriedly stepped out dragging 'dress man' out with him, "CLOSE THAT DOOR NOW!"

They hurried to do so, Fang was still thrashing and screaming out in a rage. Alvin turned to the little man frowning.

The little man dusted himself off and gave the Viking a cold smile, "Don't look at me like that, it not my fault he wants to kill me. You see, I've met that particular dragon before among others. Day fury really fits him now doesn't it? Now then Mr. Alvin, how about we start with you telling me what it is you plan to do with him, and maybe I can help you."

Alvin raised a brow, looking back at the gold's cage, a flash of blue lightning shot out through the bars, injuring several soldiers that were too close to the cage door.

"HE'S GOTTEN HIS MUZZLE OFF! SOMEONE GET THE BUCKETS."

Alvin frowned turning back to 'dre…the foreigner, "What's your name lad?"

The man gave a small bow at his waist, "I am not that young Mr. Alvin, for the time being you can call me, Gon."

***8***

Hiccup felt her eyes in the back of his neck, she had been watching him intently since last night, a black mass at her side refusing to leave even more than before.

The boy sighed and tried to eat his meal with the other riders and forget about what had happened. The conversation however was making that impossible.

"…So you really think that thing was the wolf child of Loki?" Tuff asked, "wonder if she can blow stuff up too."

Ruff smirked in agreement. Fishlegs shook his head, "Memory serves to remind us that Fenrir the wolf is Loki's _son._ This was just a wolf."

"With enough speed and strength that it took everything our dragons had in them to catch her." Astrid said absently.

Fishlegs shivered, whimpering, "Don't remind me! poor Meatlug still has a scratch on her jaw."

Snotlout scoffed, "that's because you went and crashed into a tree."

"Hey, the wolf came out of nowhere and we lost control, that's it ok? We were under stress." Fish shoved a mouthful of mutton into his mouth ending the subject. The twins snickered.

Hiccup glanced back at the black and white shapes behind him, sure enough those blue eyes were staring straight at him. He groaned, feeling a knot form in his stomach, and muttering under his breath, "First Alvin is looking for her, then a werewolf says she know her and now Feather-storm is glaring at me like I did something wrong."

Tuff heard him, "Well you did fall asleep when you were supposed to be watching her."

Ruff elbowed him, so hard that he landed on the floor, "_You _were supposed to get up and take his place, Troll breath."

Tuff rolled his eyes, "Well how was I supposed to know?"

Ruff glared, "Because I told you to go right before I went to bed last night."

Her twin smiled in realization, "Oh yeah! You're not the best rooster you know."

Ruff kicked him where it hurt the most, (**AN: Sorry Tuff)**

Astrid looked over at Toothless, "Hey he's sticking to her like tree sap again. Guess he really does like her."

As if to prove her point, the black dragon nuzzled against the white scales. Snotlout chuckled, "Hey I wonder what you get if a Night fury falls in love with a White frost."

"Uh, a…night frost?" Ruff offered, "No wait a White fury."

***8***

Strider knelt in her cell, meditating, her hound form reverted to a girl with dog ears and a shaggy brown tail, much to the surprise of her guards. There would be new rumors if he had anything to say about it.

Her mind was closed to everything around her and turned towards the clamoring thoughts inside. Vikings kill dragons, yet now they rode them. Vikings hunt dragons, but the ones here befriended them. Vikings are sailors and stubborn slayers, now they rode dragons and spared her.

She almost growled aloud at this, it made no sense no matter what she thought of. How could these Vikings, humans that even her masters had feared for generations, suddenly be at peace with dragons at all? Was it all true or some elaborate plot? And how did they get Mimibrunser to trust them so quickly? To her memory the young silver had been the most afraid of Vikings, going so far as to throw a fit when the very word was mentioned.

"What changed?"

The sound of the door opening caught her attention, she didn't open her eyes, her nose twitched with the scent of musk and…a sea dragon? She took a long breath to be sure, yup, a Sea shouter. Whoever he was he had ridden recently.

***8***

Stoick stared into the cell at the creature before him, still unable to believe it. a wolf, one that could walk and talk like a human, attacked several of his men with such quick precision yet hadn't killed a single one. He watched her kneeling there with eyes closed, her front paws resting on her knees, still and calm. According to the guard she hadn't so much as made a sound since they had put her in there last night.

He thought back to all that had been going on, first all the recent storm threaten their supplies, then Alvin is on the hunt while possibly planning another attack on the island and now this creature shows up.

Finally he sighs, "you showed up at a bad time for us."

The wolf didn't move, not so much as a twitch. Stoick continued, "What with storms and outcasts, who would've thought a monster like you would show up, to to mention you attack my Vikings and try to kill my son. For that alone I should have your hide on my wall and your head mounted, you devil."

He nearly shouted the last part, hoping for a reaction, mostly angry that this thing would dare harm a hair on his son. The wolf didn't so much as twitch, she sat there calm as ever.

"And if that weren't enough," He continued loudly, "the island is on alert for Alvin's ships or worse, Outcasts with Dragons on the attack. I'd hate to think what we'd have to do if it came around to that…"

"You ride a Sea shouter don't you?" the wolf asked, not a trace of anger in her voice, her eyes were still closed. Stoick found himself a little surprised at how young she sounded; he had been expecting a voice that could chill him to the bone. But this wolf's voice sounded no scarier than Astrid when she talked with Hiccup.

He shook his head, pushing all thought to the back of his mind, "A what?"

The wolf opened her eyes halfway, showing that brilliant golden color, they gleamed in the gloom of her cell like candle flames, "That's what we call them back home, you Vikings call them Thundrum I think. You've been riding recently."

Stoick took a step back a little surprised, he took a whiff of himself calming down when he smelled fish, "So you have a great sense of smell, you are a wolf after all."

The wolf's eyes narrowed, her voice hardening, "And under that Ocean scent is a smell of blood, like all Vikings you are a killer after all. Dragons included I'd wager."

Stoick frowned, "You'd lose that bet, you spawn of Fenrir."

The wolf turned herself to face the wall behind her, swishing her tail around her foot paws so they were completely covered. Stoick leaned close to the cell door, grasping the bars, "Why are you on this island? What purpose do you have here?"

"Dose it really matter now?" The wolf scoffed, "You're the one with all the cards, you have me in a cell, a whole village of Vikings at your command and the silver Dragoness at your control. What more do you need to keep me here?"

Stoick frowned deeper, "Feather-storm?"

"Ironic, that a tribe of such dangerous humans could come up with such a beautiful name for her. Even more so is where her real name comes from."

Stoick tried piecing this together, "Are you saying your Feather-storm's rider?"

The wolf gave a low growl, "She belongs to no one and never will."

"then who are you? to her?" Stoick remembered what Hiccup had told him of last night, how this wolf tried to get Feather-storm to fly off with her, and until she attacked Hiccup the silver seemed torn.

The wolf sighed, "I'm her guard, I protect her, I came all this way to find her and her brother, but most of all were friends."

Stoick hadn't been expecting an answer like that, he thought back to how hiccup had first begged him to spare Toothless, before the attack on the dragon's nest, the fall of the red death and their new peace with the dragons.

"My son feels the same way about his dragon, a night fury."

The wolf turned to look at him, "The Night flier? Your son rides him?"

Stoick nodded, "If you had killed hiccup last night, I don't think my wrath would be the only one you'd have to worry about. I know that dragon feels the same way about him."

The wolf stood up her voice had a new hardness to it, "How is that possible? first my lady attacks me to protect what her kind has been taught for three hundred years to fear, then it turns out you on this island don't hunt dragons, and now I find a Night flier lives here with trust in a Viking child? How is this possible? what kind of trick are you trying to pull?"

Stoick came closer to her, now they were getting somewhere, "So it looks like you have something you want to know, and I have something I want to know. We can both answer each other's questions and get right to the bottom of things."

The wolf's eyes narrowed, her claws flexed a moment as if considering her options. Finally she sat on the floor of her cell, hound like this time and sighed, "I won't tell you everything. I expect you'll be doing the same?"

Stoick pulled up a barrel and sat himself right down, "Oh I think we can still tell each other plenty. First off, I am Stoick the Vast, chieftain of the island of Berk and her tribe."

The wolf held herself up straighter, "I am called Strider the Shadow Hound, Vassal for the guise dragon clans."

She bowed her head to him slowly. The burly chieftain nodded back to her; vessel for a clan of dragons eh? And to top it off that name, Strider, where had he heard it before?

**AN: not my best chapter I'll admit, but I'm s glad I finally got it published. please review, and enjoy (bow)**


	11. Chapter 10- wolf behind bars

Hiccup stood just outside the door, he could hear his father and Gobber talking inside about the new prisoner, Strider she said her name was. that alone caused him to freeze.

"I don't get it. if she was after the silver in the first place, why not just drag her out like we would've three years ago?" Gobber was saying.

Stoick sounded tired, "she said something about being a vessel to dragons, guise dragons, what are those anyway? She never told me, and just kept asking me about the dragons we have on the island. Over and over and over… argh, it's like she doesn't get the simplest things, were at peace with the dragons, How hard is that to understand."

Stoick sighed, sitting down, wood creaking slightly in protest at the sudden weight, "And then she says how Ryu Haven would never believe that an island of Vikings were treating dragons like friends."

"I heard her talking about this Haven place, you think she's from a place where humans and dragons live in peace? Long before we did?" Gobber slurped noisily at his mug. Stoick sighed.

"I think she might be crazy, strong I'll grant you. but Thor almighty, you can't have a person running around. She's a monster so for that You'd be out of yours to trust her."

Hiccup nodded silently to himself, his father had a good point, but so far he hadn't heard anything useful; if she was from a place where dragons and humans lived in peace, then what did she really want with Feather-storm?

"So what are you going to do with her, keep her locked up till she rots?" Gobber was saying.

Stoick sighed, "That won't smell so good after a while will it? no what I'm going to do is keep her there until we can find out more from her. And I have a feeling that's going to take a while the way she keeps talking. You'd have to be some kind of genius to get anything out of her."

Gobber gave a low laugh, "Don't let Hiccup hear you say that. Imagine if he tried to talk to her. Alone."

Stoick nodded, "I know, dragons he can handle, we know that much. But how could anyone handle a wolf as tall as a man and as fast as a night furry?"

Hiccup quietly left.

Gobber glanced towards the door, "Where is that boy anyway? He should be back by now."

Stoick shook his head, "He's spending the night with Toothless. That dragon hasn't left Feather-storm's side for a while now."

Gobber gave a knowing laugh, "This keeps up, we'll be hearing some tiny claws running around. And I don't mean Terrible Terrors."

***8***

Strider was curled up asleep in the cell, having gone full wolf to keep out the cold. She woke up from her own sneeze, groaning in despair, "Werewolves have fur to keep them warm, and yet I'm still cold. Blast why did I think coming out here in summer was a good idea?"

"Are you cold in there?" a small voice asked.

Strider turned to see the Viking boy she had tried to kill before. he stood there right up against the bars, smiling.

The werewolf huffed, shivering, "Isn't it past you bedtime little slayer?"

The boy gave a nervous cough, "Look we got off on the wrong foot before, and that's saying something since I only have one."

He chuckled at his little joke. Strider turned to look, sure enough, one of his feet was nothing more than a stump sitting on metal and wood. A strangely shaped one at that, she would've expected to see a peg leg, or him leaning on a crutch. But this one seemed a bit more…springy.

Wonder how I didn't hear him coming on that. She thought to herself, "So what, half the time I have four feet and everyone gets on the wrong one around me."

Hiccup laughed aloud, surprising her, "See? wolf, four feet, I get it."

Strider laid her head on her paws facing him, "when the moon is up children should be in bed little slayer."

"Ok first off, I'm not a little kid. Any more than you are." the boy sounded like he was lecturing a class or something. The wolf soon pricked her ears, "Second of all I'm not a dragon killer, yes I've slayed one but I don't think of the red death as a dragon."

Strider flattened her ears again, "Red death, deadly Nadder, monstrous nightmare, terrible terror…you Vikings come up with the strangest names for things you know that? The only dragon we both have the same name for would have to be the Scauldron, a dragon with scalding hot water coming from a special cauldron like stomach."

The boy brightened, "Really? So that means you call dragons by different names?"

"can a jeweled hummer sit on your hand?" the wolf asked.

The boy shrugged, "what's a jeweled hummer?"

Strider smiled, "A dragon."

The boy nodded, tapping his chin, "Small enough to fit in your hand, Jeweled so it must have a jewel like color to it, and it hums. Is that the sound it makes or the way it flaps its wings or both?"

Strider frowned, she had used the same question on the chief before and he had just tried to go back to the subject he was fishing for. This boy had done no such thing, "Er, the wings. They move at the same pace as a Boulder eater."

The boy thought a bit, "You mean a Gronkle right? It's the only one I know of that flaps it wings quick enough to get a hum, a whispering death pretty much spins its teeth."

Strider' ears drooped in confusion, "That's… where it gets its name."

The boy's face brightened, "Oh, so a whispering death for you is a…Spinning mouth?"

Strider shook her head slowly, what was this boy trying to do, "Drill mouth."

"Drill huh? makes sense." The boy was thinking again.

Strider sneezed, reminded of how cold she was. she curled up again and shut her eyes, "Look kid its late, it's cold and I'm tired, so if you don't have anything better to do than just go away alright?"

"My name is Hiccup, and I almost forgot I have something for you." he reached to one side, picking up a thick folded cloth of some sort. He carefully stuck the cloth in through the bars of the door and sat on the floor, "Come on over if you want it."

Strider looked between him and the fabric, another sneeze became her downfall. The boy smiled, "If you don't want the blanket then that's your choice."

Strider wanted to scream at him for such arrogance, the idea of Vikings running in to see what the ruckus was didn't sit well with her any more than the idea of taking charity from a child of the same. But then, with how cold it was in her full hound form she wasn't sure she would ever get to sleep. Reluctantly she stood up and padded over to the fabric, wrapped herself in its folds and sighed. So warm, she now recognized the smell of sheep wool, a homespun fabric as this and her wolf form's summer coat would easily keep the chill off of her.

"Any better?"

The wolf glared at him, pulling the blanket closer around her, "Sure."

Hiccup smiled, to the wolf it was like he was laughing at her, "you seem to know a lot about dragons. Did you grow up with them?"

Strider huffed, "Can a guise change shape?"

Hiccup didn't seem to be thrown off by the question like Stoick was last night, "How do they do that anyway?"

The wolf flinched, stupid, how could you forget he saw it happen? "Trade secret."

"Are they really dragons or…?"

"They aren't humans, that's for sure."

Hiccup's next question annoyed her, "Where do they come from?"

She glared at him dangerously, "Watch your mouth kid."

He held up his hands, "sorry, it's just I've never even heard of a dragon like Feather-storm. We were thinking of calling her a White Frost but since you seem to know so much about her maybe you two came from the same place?"

The wolf touched her mouth, that was a subject she didn't want to cover, ever! She shrugged, "I'm not going anywhere am I?"

Hiccup sighed, "No not so long as this cell holds up, and I know it can I know forge work."

Strider sniffed, "And I know when people are fishing for answers. Your father already tried with me and all he got was a headache."

"I can't see how." Hiccup said simply, "We've been talking pretty normally this whole time."

"Think it over," Strider settled further in the blanket folds, "If one asks a question and then gets another as an answer with an answer they're not looking for then they go back to the question and ask it again. But if they don't realize the answer to the question is in the question and assume it's just another question, then the question is, what do the answers have in common?"

The wolf grinned to herself, smiling, being a Viking, there was no way a long statement like that wouldn't give him a headache. She watched him as he drew a blank stare, curling up for the night, "If you can't answer then maybe you should try again when your head stops spinning, Good n…"

"So you're a talking wolf who grew up with dragons and you don't like to talk about where you come from because you're worried Vikings like my father will come flooding in and take away all the dragons you grew up with.

"You also care greatly for Feather-storm as you came all this way to find her, and you're not going to leave without her or an explanation to why we don't hunt dragons on Berk. And I can't help but think right now you're not as locked up as you seem to be, are you?"

Strider's body went ridged, she turned to look at him, her mind going blank at such an unexpected statement from this boy. She half expected him to be smiling at her in a smug 'I got you figured out' fashion. Her blood nearly boiled when all she saw was concern on his freckled face. A minute staring at her and he nodded.

"Yeah, I'm right aren't I? struck a nerve." He said simply, standing up and dusting himself off, "I think I've asked enough questions for tonight, but there's two things I want to know before I go."

The wolf bared her teeth growling, "How do you know I won't lie about them? I'm a monster after all. Just like you Vikings are to dragons."

Hiccup's face sadden a moment, only to be replaced a second later by a look of sincere determination*, "You haven't lied to me this whole time, so you won't now. the first thing I want to know is, if Feather-storm wasn't there, would you have followed through with that attack, would you really have killed me?"

The wolf's golden eyes widened, ears going flat, jaw tightening with fangs bared. Hiccup returned her gaze coolly until her eyes fell to the floor, her voice so low he almost didn't hear it, "There's a reason nobody forgets their first kill kid. Be it bird, beast…or human."

She slumped to the floor pulling the blanket around her shoulders again, "If Mimibrunser wasn't there to save you. you'd be waking up in your father's house with a bruise on the back of your neck."

She didn't need to see it to know the boy had relaxed, she heard him release the breath he had been holding. In the warmth of the blanket and her own fur she suddenly felt very tired, more than before.

"there's still one more thing I want to know." The boy said firmly. The wolf groaned in response but didn't stop him, "Do you…have a name?"

The wolf looked at him a moment, closing her eyes with a smile, "Humans call me strider, dragons…"

She closed her eyes and allowed sleep to take over, "…Call me Koro."

**AN:*for here think of the scene where Astrid asked him if he would risk everything to protect his 'pet dragon' at the cove.**

**Please review, and sorry it took so long. (bow)**


	12. Chapter 11

Gon was weaving herbs together into bundles of cloth. Savage watched on, glancing curiously at the baskets of herbs and old scraps of old sheepskin and wool, cloths of all kinds.

Gon turned to glare at the man angrily, "Will you stop hovering like a jeweled hummer and make yourself useful? Bring me more of the ash wood."

Savage still couldn't believe the change in the man's attitude, from a shivering little foreigner to a man with icy stares and demands under Alvin's command after just one look at the golden dragon. He wondered if that dragon may have more powers than they had first thought.

He handed the man a basket full of charred ash wood leaves and another basket of cloth scraps. Gon nodded, "Good, now leave me to my work. You smell awful."

Savage growled, fingering his axe, "I was told to stay here, Dress man."

Gon huffed, not liking that nickname one bit, he pointed to a spare stool and grunted, "Then sit down and help me wrap this mixture up. That might help with you putrid stench anyways."

Savage gave a growl that could make a grown man shiver, his battle axe taken from his hip so swiftly it seemed to jump into his hand of its own accord, "What did you say to me, DRESSMAN?"

Gon huffed turning back to his work, "Put that thing away Viking scum, Alvin wants my help and your orders are to help me."

Savage's grip tightened; reluctantly he thrust his weapon back into its place at his side and sat down heavily. He muttered under his breath to every god he knew of, Gon ignored him with a frown and continued to work. Finally holding up what looked like a woven scarf stuffed with herbs, he inspected it closely.

"Almost ready." He said softly, "In the meantime, what sort of plans have you put forth to destroy this Burp island or whatever it's called?"

"That is not your concern now is it?" Savgae muttered darkly, "And it's called Berk."

Gon took a deep breath through his nose, shaking his head, "Brimstone and lake fires, this smell is getting to already. Never thought I'd be happy with such a dull sense of smell."

Savage's ears pricked at this, he dismissed it instantly as a foreigner's ramblings or other. He instead thought back to the last attempt to bring down Berk, the Whispering death eggs were supposed to hatch and tear the village apart. Imagine his surprise when he heard they had all been driven out. Alvin however became furious and wanting an explanation, which no one had. Savage thanked his lucky stars when they had sound those two unique dragons not long after or Alvin would've taken out his anger on his own men. Any time he did that the Outcasts would be kept busy tending the injured.

Gon looked up shoving the unfinished collar into the warrior's hands, "There, it's done. Now all we need is to get it onto that young Guise dragon and he will belong to Alvin completely."

Savage held the thing in his hands, frowning, "How?"

Gon smiled, "Let's just say this makes things…easier for everyone."

****8***

Feather-storm was up in the air flying with Hiccup and Toothless, showing apt skill in keeping pace with them wherever they went.

Hiccup was a bit impressed that she was following them so willingly, but he kept getting a nagging feeling that something was troubling her, ever since Strider had shown up and attacked him, the silver dragoness had seemed…depressed.

In turn this seemed to be affecting Toothless's mood too. He kept looking back at her in midflight whining. Hiccup patted his friend's large neck, "I know bud, and I'm getting worried about her too."

He chanced a look back at the silver, only one day and already her eyes had gone dull as uncut gems, her feathers showed her lack of care as they were all ruffled. Hiccup sighed; she looked so different from the massive silver creature that had saved him from Strider's attack. He had known the dragoness would probably be unwilling to repeat that little trick of hers again; then again he was also sure that Strider had been lying about him waking up from that night at all if Feather-storm hadn't done something. Maybe that's what had her down at the moment; the werewolf and silver dragoness seemed to know each other, a bond not unlike his own with his Night Fury. But she had betrayed that trust to stop Strider from bringing him harm, how she must be feeling he could only imagine.

When Stoick first found out about Toothless, before their peace with the dragons, the chieftain had taken the black dragon away. Hiccup had begged for his dragon's life back then, which had caused both father and son to leave feeling betrayed.

The boy wondered if maybe he should tell this story to the silver, if anything it might help her to know he had an idea of how she must be feeling.

"Feather-storm?" he called back over the wind, adjusting his dragon's false tail so as to fly next to the silver dragoness. He pointed over to the sea cliffs, "We're going to land there so we can see how your wing's holding up ok?"

The silver glanced at him, she twitched her ears and adjusted course for where the boy had indicated.

They landed, Toothless more gracefully than Feather-storm for a change. The silver held one wing open longer than the other, settling down on the sun lit rocks with a sigh. Hiccup dismounted and pulled out a loaf of bread from his pack for her to chew on. She didn't touch it.

Hiccup gently pulled her wing open, always amazed at how different they felt from any feathered wings he had ever touched, and proceeded to inspect the shoulder joint. The scar there had begun to turn white like her scales; soon it wouldn't be so visible at all. He touched it gently, feeling her cringe under his fingers, "It still bothers you doesn't it?"

Feather-storm snorted.

"Just like how your friend being in a cell bothers you." At this the silver's ears pricked. Hiccup walked to her head, looking her in the eyes, "I have an idea of how you feel. I don't think she blames you for it. If anything she thinks you've been fed a bunch of tricks."

Feather-storm turned her head, refolding her wing and curling up like a giant cat. Toothless whined, rubbing his nose against her neck. Hiccup sighed, "I want to tell you how Toothless and I met. And afterwards if you want I can do the same for Koro Strider."

At the mention of the werewolf's name, Feather storm's sapphire eyes stared into hiccup's brown ones, her ears pricked as hiccup started telling her of a misfit with no hope of fitting in and a lucky shot with a bola shooter.

***8***

Strider chewed on the iron bar of her cell, she knew there was no luck in getting out that way, she was just bored. Very board, going crazy board, with a growing case of cabin fever to top it off. She had tried passing the time by going through some exercises taught to her by her combat teachers over the years, followed by a few more she had used for her hound form's use, then she tried meditating; first in every position possible on the floor and then hanging upside-down from the heavy beams by her feet. That got her through lunch time as her one question about these Vikings kept throwing her off.

She then tried using dirt from the floor to paint pictures on the wall, but they didn't show up very well; she tried striking up a conversation with a Little Terror that came to steal her food, but as soon as he got some he ran off in a hurry. She reluctantly tried talking to a Viking with a bucket on his head after the guard shift, but he was like a rock, sturdy, unmoving, and had no brain to speak of as far as she was concerned.

She tapped the bars with her teeth, watching the sky outside turn pink and red, marking the end of her second day as a prisoner.

"No wonder people get desperate to break out of places like this." She muttered.

A familiar sent hit her nose, followed by a burly voice to match the bulk that came in; rolling her eyes she curled up under her blanket in the far corner and did her best to look like she was asleep. Her ears rang as the chieftain banged on her cell door loudly.

"Alright now monster, this isn't going to be like last time. This time, you've got two of us to deal with and we're getting answers to our questions."

Strider gave her best fake yawn, noticing a blonde Viking with a braided mustache, peg leg and whose clothes looked a bit small on him holding up a broom in place of a missing hand.

He spoke with a heavy accent, "and I brought my dragon brush in case you need to clean up your act."

Stoick glared at him, his companion shrugged turning back to her, "What? He wouldn't let me bring any of my good interrogating tools. The pliers, the spike bludgeon, the kettle hook, that does more damage than you think that does."

Strider rolled her eyes, "What, no whips and chains?"

The blonde Viking held out his hands while looking at his chief, "See? Even she knows what you need for this kind of thing."

Stoick shook his head, "I told you Gobber, we're just going to talk to her. With two of us she'll have a harder time getting us off track like she did with me last night."

Strider jerked up to a sitting position, talking fast, "Fattysaywhat?"

Both Vikings answered at the same time, "What?"

The werewolf smiled; finally, something to pass the time.

***8***

Feather-storm was watching Hiccup's dragon class, fascinated on how they had turned such an important exercise into a sort of game.

Hiccup had told her about this Alvin character, she shivered when he had described him and realized he was the one who had caused her injury. She shuddered to think that Alvin had found a way to use dragons before, Drill mouth hatchlings no less. Accompanied by a dragon hatchling they had named the Screaming death. The silver hoped to never encounter that one if she could help it.

She found the idea that such a human could do such a thing foul, and the possibility that the same human could one day get a dragon to let him ride on their back…she bared her fangs every time she thought of the gold who had been captured on the island. As a Viking, she expected that he had killed the golden dragon, but if he was planning to find a way to use them…

She shook her head and went back to watching the other dragons playing flight tag, looking a lot like a simple game for hatchlings. Currently the Fire wing, Hookfang and his rider Snotlout, were playing the part of enemy dragon, so far he had only 'caught' the boulder eater and her rider, and just now had done the same for the Twin head and rider. Right now he was trying to catch up with Hiccup and Toothless…then Storm fly the Spike tail with Astrid…now he was swooping around trying to get in front of Toothless again.

She shook her head, out of all of them, that pair needed the most work on their midflight attacks, and decide to pick just one target at a time. The rider also needed to listen to his dragon a bit more, at least in the idea of how to get closer, all that throwing of his rider he did could be put to good use if they just aimed the boy at the other dragons. Besides there was no chance a Fire wing could ever catch up to a Night Flier. Let alone one like Toothless at this point, his rider was too well versed in bringing up their speed to match that of any she had seen before.

Her ears twitched as she heard the boy call out to his class, "Come on Snotlout, you're not even trying, if you were a real outcast we'd captured you already."

Feather-storm chuckled at the thought, so far as she had seen they hadn't been doing any 'capture the intruder' practice just yet. And in Hookfang's current position it would be all too easy to do.

Snotlout shouted back over the wind, "We know what we're doing Hiccup. Just let us fly."

He went after Astrid again; the Spike tail had some good speed to her. The rider commanded up, Hookfang went down, speeding off at an amazing swoop. Excellent maneuver, obviously the Flame Wing's idea, they we're in front of Storm fly and on the attack. But the blue and yellow dragon simply folded her wings and dived out of the way easily.

The silver shook her head again, opening her wings experimentally. No pain, but after the race back then could she be sure?

Hook fang was keeping on the girl, not separating to go after Hiccup for once. They got close several times, but for each the Spike tail slipped away. Until at some point the Spike Tail raised her spikes and flicked her tail after the last dive, Hookfang veered, but his rider ended up dislodged with a spike in his helmet. Of course the thing didn't pierce through in the least, but a fall from that height would be enough to scare anyone.

Snotlout screamed his dragon's name like a small child, the Flame wing dived after him catching the boy in his mouth and tossing him onto his back. Feather-storm called up to the red dragon.

The others heard as they all landed back into the arena.

Hiccup dismounted looking between his dragon and the silver, Astrid patted her dragon right behind the head spikes, "Hey girl, what's wrong?"

"Feather-storm called them." Fishlegs noted, coming right up to the feathery wings and stroking them once, "Maybe she's in distress. Are you hurting anywhere? You lonely?"

Meatlug hobbled closer, Feather-storm shoved the chubby boy towards her and turned to Hiccup and Toothless. The black dragon nuzzled against her, purring in question. She chirped back that she was fine.

Hiccup took a guess at what was bothering her, "Ok guys why don't we take a break. Fishlegs could you help me check on Feather-storm's wing?"

The dragoness glared at the rounded boy, holding out her wing anyway. Snotlout chuckled patting his own dragon's nose, "She called our dragon's down because her wing hurts? Come on, we all know she can fly with it now. She should be up there like the best of us. Like me and Hookfang, warriors in the sky."

Hookfang purred, holding his head up a bit more proudly. Everyone else just rolled their eyes. Hiccup pretended he hadn't heard, he continued to check the silver's shoulder and wing with Fishlegs, going over every joint and muscle he touched.

"Looks alright to me. If you want to go flying with us…"

Feather-storm shook her head, flexing her claws and crouching like a giant cat ready to pounce. Toothless whined, apparently not liking what she was suggesting.

"I think she wants to join in our flight training." Ruff said.

Her brother broke out into a grin, "Awesome, maybe we can see her blow something up."

Ruffs soon grinned at the idea, "Or try to catch us on our dragons."

Tuff glanced over to his sister, "Yeah. Wait, what do you mean try?"

Hiccup hesitated, with all the silver had been through with Strider showing up, and her wing having just healed over again he wondered if that was such a good idea. He voiced this out but the dragoness shook her head, opening her wings wide and ready to fly.

Astrid hoped back onto her dragon, "If she's up for it shy stop her. You ready to take her on Storm fly?"

The spike tail shook her spikes, opening her wings. Hookfang tossed his rider onto his back again and took off, to the loud protests of Snotlout. The twins were already in the air, Tuff shouting, "Come and get us Snow White."

Ruff frowned, "Somehow that doesn't sound like an insult."

"Why? Someone using it?"

Hiccup glanced at Toothless, the black dragon sighed and gestured to his saddle, _let's go_.

The boy sighed, turning to the dragoness, his voice lowered, "If you feel you wound reopening give us a call. You can change forms and we'll carry you to the ground. Got it?"

The silver's eyes widened at such a suggestion, Hiccup explained, "I've known about it since Strider came."

The dragoness seemed to consider this, a small flute like whine escaping her throat. Reluctantly she nodded, slowly.

Hiccup mounted up, clicking his artificial foot into the stirrup, "And don't worry, we can make sure the others don't see."


	13. Chapter 12

Strider smelled the boy long before she could see him. She smiled as she smelled food with him, "Is that Icelandic cod?"

Hiccup nodded, setting the bowl within her reach, "Thought you might like something warm to eat. Its fish stew."

The werewolf's tail was wagging wildly behind her, "Iceland cod, Icelandic cod, do you have any idea how much that stuff is worth back home? It's nearly impossible to get without crossing into Viking waters so the value on this fish is through the roof."

Hiccup nodded as if he had understood what she was talking about and sat down with a bowl of stew for himself, "so I hear my dad came to see you again. How did that work out?"

Strider snatched up the bowl with a devilish smile on her face, ignoring the boy's question entirely, "Icelandic cod, the most delicious fish in all the northern hemisphere, a fish that literally has next to a hundred ways of being devoured, and now…down…the…hatch."

Hiccup grimaced as she picked up a piece of fish with her teeth and chewed it rapidly, her sharp fangs showing as she smacked her lips and gulped down every morsel. She then proceeded to lick broth from her lips and lap at the bowl loudly, her tail waving back and forth in sheer pleasure. He looked down at his own bowl hesitantly.

"Uh, is Icelandic cod really that hard to come by where you're from?" he asked without looking up.

Strider gaged, coughing so violently that Hiccup turned pale, "W-water…"

The boy quickly grabbed for a bottle he had brought with him, handing it to her through the bars, she snatched it up and began gulping so quickly that she could've rivaled Gobber in a drinking contest. She sighed aloud, dropping the now empty bottle and leaning back against the wall.

"Ah, I forgot my throat's too narrow for that sort of thing."

Hiccup sat down again, eyeing her claws a minute, "Yeah well, that's what happens when you eat too fast."

Strider sighed, sniffing, "So…what do you want to talk about _this_ time?"

Hiccup looked at her a little surprised, he had been seeing her in her cell for the past three afternoons straight, always around dinnertime. And each time she had sort of beaten around the bush with their conversations, tried to throw him off only to give him more clues to her past. They had talked mostly about dragons on and off, and of course he was very interested to hear about a dragon she kept mentioning but never continued with, she called it the Guise. It was the only thing he wanted to know the most about and she had yet to oblige.

She stared at him waiting, he hesitated. Was she seriously just going to have a conversation with him? As in talk straight up without any of her riddles and doges?

"Well…I was wondering what kind of place you came from. If you don't mind me asking." He said slowly.

The wolf smiled slightly, "Oh I don't mind."

Hiccup felt his ears prick at this. The wolf tapped the bars of her cell, "Just let me out and I can show you where I'm from. Take a few days, but hey worth a trip right?"

Hiccup sighed heavily, he knew it sounded too good to be true. He changed the conversation, "So I can't help but wonder something."

"Somehow I don't think you ever stop." Strider rolled over on her back, wrapping the blanket around her.

Hiccup ignored that comment and continued, "It's about Feather-storm…"

The wolf sniffed saying nothing.

"…what is she to you?"

The wolf glared at him a moment tapping the bars again, "What's forge work to you?"

Hiccup, remembering their last conversation thought this over. Answer a question with a question, what do the answers have in common? He doubted his question had anything to do with making something amazing out of lumps of metal or how much he enjoyed doing it. After all a dragon and a former rock had nothing to do with each other didn't they?

"I'm not sure where you're getting at." Hiccup ventured, "But I know that Toothless and I will always be there for each other. He's my best friend."

Strider flicked her tail a few times before rolling back to her paws, "Then maybe you'll have some idea if I tell you. you see, I've known that silver dragon ever since she was a fledgling just learning to fly, at her age now that's about ten years ago."

She paused staring at him. Hiccup leaned forward, "And…"

Strider shrugged with a sly smile, "She learned to never go anywhere near where Vikings roam as they are all dragon killers. What do you _want_ me to say?"

"Gee, I don't know, maybe exactly what I ask you?" Hiccup was starting to lose his patience a bit.

The wolf chuckled holding her front paws in the air, "Hey now, easy there. You should know by now how I feel about Vikings right? So why would I tell you everything after only two days?"

Hiccup sighed, "You know, feather-storm learned to trust us after all she had been through, and today she helped us in our dragon training, and…."

"Oh?" Strider's expression suddenly became doubtful, "And what sort of training did you do?"

"Flight tag, one touch of the 'enemy' dragon and you're out. She was amazing you should've seen her…"

"Hiccup?"

Wolf and boy turned to see Mulch walking in with a little wooden pail, behind him was his companion Bucket. The boy stood up so fast he stumbled on his false leg, "Uh, hey guys, w-what are you doing here?"

Mulch held up his load, "We're bringing the monster its lunch."

Bucket nodded holding up a whole roast chicken, "Yeah we got a yummy hen for her and water."

Strider stuck her tongue out, hiding the bowl of stew carefully under her blanket, "Smells awful, did you pluck it before or after you cooked it?"

Bucket looked at it a minute as if trying to remember, "Well…Mulch did you…?"

"Never mind that bucket, she's just trying to play with your head." The stout Viking turned to Hiccup, "And she'll be doing the same to you lad. She's gotten the best of every Viking on the island, your father went home with a headache just hours ago."

Hiccup looked to the wolf, she shrugged, "All I did was ask him how to get out of a cave with no exits and only a mirror and table with him."

She said it so innocently it was hard to imagine that sly smile of hers having crossed her face. Hiccup gave a sigh, "couldn't I stay a little longer, I was just about to find out what she knows about feather-storm."

Mulch patted the boy on the back, "I know you're a smart one you are, but we have to remember she's dangerous, Enough to almost _kill_ you in case you forgot."

"Him, you…couple dozen others," The wolf stated nonchalantly, "oh and let's not forget about that guy in the armory. Bet you call him, shivering Shaun by now."

She laughed to herself for that last part.

"You're not helping your case like that." Hiccup told her.

Mulch gave the lad a tiny pat towards the door, "Go on home now Hiccup, and I promise we won't tell the chief about this, ok?"

***8***

Strider watched as the boy looked back, her eyes met his, he wanted to stay and talk some more. Admitibly she felt the same way, she liked talking to him, Viking or not.

Her heart sank a bit when he finally left. She inwardly berated herself for it, feeling such a thing for a Viking. Good grief!

"All right, See you tomorrow."

He could've been talking to any one of the three in the room, thankfully Mulch and Bucket thought he was talking to them.

"There's a good lad, stick to your dragons and let us handle the monsters." Mulch said proudly, Bucket nodded in agreement, his face fell not long after Hiccup had left.

"Don't we need weapons to deal with monsters?"

Mulch waved the phrase off, "Nonsense bucket, the chief knows what he's doing. Besides, that thing's been in there for this long then its proof there's no way she can break out."

Strider's ear twitched, she lay in the blanket thinking as her dinner was shoved through the bars carefully. Break out, Mimi in dragon training? And hiccup happily sharing tales about it.

She sniffed at her meal absently, her eyes gazed at the metal door again, just three days she had been in here. maybe that was too long.

'you should've seen her…' hiccup had said.

She smiled to herself, muttering, "I can arrange that."

She then turned back to her stew, tail wagging in delight at the taste of Icelandic cod.

The next morning as the sun was barely over the horizon, Hiccup was out on Toothless for their morning flights. Nothing fancy, just the two of them flying as one.

On the ground Stoick watched them dip and tumble through the air as they sped off around the island, a faint smile on his face. No matter how often he saw them fly like that he was always amazed at how they looked like one being, every movement perfectly executed with such grace. On Berk Stoic may be the ruler of the village, but in the air on his dragon, that's where the boy ruled surely.

A groaning yawn caught his attention, he looked to see Feather-storm curled up in her feathery wings next to his own dragon Thornado. Not nearly as close as with toothless he couldn't help noticing.

"Here now what's this?" he strode over to pat the silver white scales gently, "Not going for a morning flight with Toothless today?"

Feather-storm shook her head once and curled back into a ball, closing her eyes to drift back to sleep. Stoick smiled again, glancing back to the pale scar on her wing, almost completely gone. He patted her again and went over to his Thunderum.

"Well if you want to sleep in that's none of my concern, Come on Thornado, we have a little trip to make today so I hope you're ready for some flying."

The blue dragon shook himself off, grunting questioningly to the dragoness. She purred muscly shivering her wings a bit as he stood up to follow his trainer. Stoick shook his head, sometimes he wondered if dragons have conversations like humans do, and what they talked about.

He mounted up into the saddle, calling over his shoulder as he took off, "keep an eye on Hiccup for me would you? he still tends to get himself into trouble."

The silver dragoness flicked her tail at him, Stoick smiled to himself as he turned his dragon towards the sky an out to the northeast.

A roar sounded out as a large green nightmare rushed past, Thornado faltered a little, dragon and rider both startled by its sudden appearance.

Stoick shook his head, shaking it off, "Boy that dragon seems to be in a hurry. No matter, we have things to do and places to be."

Thornado grunted and continued to fly off. His rider however couldn't help but wonder something for a minute, had he been imagining things or did that nightmare have a rider on its back?

"Like I said." He muttered, "no matter. Besides the best place to ride a nightmare is on its head."

**AN: Ok so maybe not my best chapter, but hey, I've been having some writers block lately. this isn't the only story I've been working on after all.**
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	14. Chapter 13 -Calm

The golden dragon of the east, a feather winged guise one of the most powerful of dragon kind and capable of transforming into human form, reduced to an imprisoned, powerless animal. There was nothing more humiliating, and now his mind was under attack from something powerful, something primal, blood thirsty.

***8***

Alvin watched in frightened fascination as the gold writhed and thrashed about in its chains, more wildly than the day he had chained it up in the first place. The foreigner Gon stood next to him, smiling deviously, with hands folded inside of his large sleeves.

"Remarkable isn't it? It's a special collar with a spell I came across ages ago, supposedly it was a remedy for curing dragons of their control by the Tyrant. Or what you call a red death. Although it works it came at quite a side effect, as you can well see. It drives the primal instinct to the surface, to a point where any intelligence is next to nonexistent. The longer he wears it the more unlikely it is that he'll ever be the same again."

Fang roared out shrilly, sending shivers down Alvin's spine. He smiled to himself, "Will this make him any easier to ride then?"

Gon nodded, "Once he calms down a bit shove in as much food as he can handle, avoiding actually going inside yourself, after a day he'll remember you're not food and ignore you like a penned horse. From there you should have little trouble getting onto his back and in the air."

Alvin smiled wickedly, "Does it work this way for other dragons?"

Gon sighed, "Sadly no, the effects are different for every kind of dragon, and for the ones you have here most likely the effects would cause them to attack themselves and each other. Not to mention anything that moves."

Alvin's brow raised at the mention of that, "Is that so? Then maybe we just need one more. For a special little dragon I know of on Berk."

Gon bowed his head a little, "You have something in mind?"

"After I get up onto Fang's back, I'm taking him to Berk. That boy and his Night furry to come right after us." The burly Viking went down the hall, "and if Fang can't shoot them down, then a little trap to get the collar around that dragon's neck should solve our problems."

Gon fiddled with his glasses a bit, "I see, a Night Walker all the way out here, with a human rider already. How disgusting."

Alvin looked back over his shoulder, "In his case, yes it is. Now are you going to make that collar or not?"

Gon smiled grimly, "Seems I have my work cut out for me, you'll be wanting to get off the ground as soon as possible after all."

***8***

Hiccup was in the blacksmith hut tending to his saddle, polishing and mending where it was needed, he had noticed that one of the straps needed to be replaced and was tending to that now, meanwhile his Night Fury had gone back home on his own.

"Planning to see your girlfriend there Toothless?" Hiccup had teased, to which toothless shot an angry glare at his friend, "What? I'm kidding."

The glare still nagged at his mind a bit, Toothless rarely ever gave him a look like that, to a point where it was practically unnatural for it to happen. With the black dragon's actions towards Feather-storm there was little doubt in his mind Toothless liked her, but maybe with his teasing he had taken it a bit too far. After all, if someone tried to get him to admit he liked Astrid he'd probably deny it up front (give or take a bit of blushing and his old habit of stammering)

As he worked Gobber came clambering in pulling a wagon of old weapons behind him by his hook hand. He smiled when he saw the boy, "Good morning hiccup, your around early.'

The boy nodded, going right back to his work with the leather strap.

Gobber wedged the wagon to one side and got the furnace fire started, "Long day of sharpening to do today for me, doing inventory of the armory in case 'you know who' shows up."

Hiccup nodded, "Sorry I can't help you Gobber, Astrid planned another exercise with airborne tactics over at Dragon Island, this time we're in two teams."

The burly Viking nodded as he threw some of the swords on the heating flames, "Well so long as it's for defending Berk."

"We should be done by midday; I can stop by and give you a hand then."

Gobber shook his head, "Nope, I already asked Fishlegs to do that. Your Father asked me to have you help me make rounds this afternoon, check the island is alright and such."

"Is that so?" Hiccup added a little sarcasm to his voice, smiling, "Well then I'll have to make those rounds before I go."

He gathered up the repaired saddle and turned to leave, already having a few acrobatics in mind to try out during his dragon training class. With a cough Gobber stopped him.

"Ahem, eh, hiccup? There is one more thing, I know I shouldn't ask but well… do you think Feather-storm and Toothless…seeing how much time they spend together…if they, you know, you think they…I mean the whole island is asking about it, and well…"

"We'll know when something happens Gobber, right now even I don't know anything." Hiccup interrupted him, lnowing exactly what Gobber was talking about, frowning slightly, "Why do you ask?"

Gobber shuffled his feet a bit, smiling like a fool, "Well I had a dream last night, Gods be praised it was lovely, I was in a cave shining like crystals and there were a bunch of dragon eggs hatching like little ducklings, you know none of that exploding business, and out pops five of the most adorable little dragon chicks flopping about and singing for momma."

Gobber blushed, smiling like a child being told the most amazing secret, not noticing the struggled look hiccup was giving him. The Viking blacksmith then squealed, "they were all black and white Night Fury's with feather wings, and they were so cute. So I got to thinking, if Toothless and Feather-storm ever, you know, then I want to be right there when the eggs hatch. Don't tell anyone else about it though, alright? can't have the whole island crowding in on the idea of watching a whole new kind of dragon hatching."

Hiccup felt an inspired grin cross his face, a whole new kind of dragon…hatching right before his eyes. That would be….

He shook his head to regain himself; that was none of his concern, besides he was sure if anything like that did happen, he'd have nothing to do with it, after all he didn't know much about dragon dating. he gave a nervous cough and turned to head for home and Toothless, "I'll keep it in mind Gobber, but like I said, we don't know until something happens. Personally I don't think it ever will."

Gobber sighed, trying to hide his disappointment, "I know, but still possible, the dragon's hatchling migration isn't for another few months you know."

Hiccup rolled his eyes.

***8***

Mildew peeked in on Gon, the foreigner was standing in the center of the large cavern where he had been working on those strange collars. All the baskets of herbs and scrap cloth had been shoved to one side of the room, leaving the floor empty.

Gon stood with his hands in his wide sleeves, eyes closed, face showing nothing but a slight flicker of frustration. The strange man huffed, putting his hands together like he was praying to someone.

The old man scoffed, probably begging his gods for something, like maybe to escape this infernal death pit of an island if Alvin suddenly decided the man was useless.

Then he saw it, a slight quiver on Gon's back, just under his robes, a ghostly image of something large moving behind him. They caught the light, filtering in the room just barely as they grew larger and larger, Mildew thrust his hand into his mouth as his mind registered the ghostly shapes as…he couldn't believe it but those were…feathered wings.

Gon gasped, falling to his knees, gulping down air as if he had been running nonstop for hours. The 'wings' vanishing instantly, folding as they did.

Gon's brows knitted together, grinding his teeth and clenching his fists in anger, "Why…of all places in the world…of all the islands I could've landed on, why is it that **here** I can't change back from this **pathetic** form?"

Mildew's ears pricked, change? What in the world could that mean? Did it have something to do with those apparitions he saw earlier?

The foreigner huffed, staggering to his feet and dusting himself off, "I know your there Mildew, you smell just as bad as your name. No, don't bother coming out I already know how long you've been there and I have one thing to say about it."

Long after it happened, the old man swears he had never been more frightened of that little man in his life. For the next thing Gon said, without any sound of a footstep or even a swish of those long colorful robes, one moment Gon spoke from the center of the room, and the next he was right at the old man's ear.

"this never happened," the little 'man' hissed, "you saw nothing but me working on the collar for Alvin the traitorous. And if by some chance Alvin did hear about this…Let's just say this form is not without **some** powers."

Gon stepped out of the room, arms folded inside his sleeves, the tired pale face replaced by healthy glow. The little man turned to Mildew as if just now seeing him.

"Oh it's you." the foreigner fiddled with his glasses a moment, "Is there something you needed Mildew?"

The old man shook his head, shoving past, "NO!"

He then stormed down the hall, trying his best to hide the shiver still running down his spine from that encounter, his mind thinking up all kinds of superstitious explanations for what he had just experienced, most of all those 'wings'.

***8***

Out behind Hiccup's house, the boy was fitting the saddle back onto the Night Fury's back, making sure it still fit right after the repairs, scratching the dark scales every so often causing Toothless to purr happily.

Feather-storm was sitting on a large barrel in her human form, watching carful. Hiccup found this to be a bit unnerving as he wasn't used to her in that form, first because of her long white hair, a strange color for someone who looked no older than he was like that, secondly for the clothes she was wearing. She had explained once that unlike elder dragons of her kind, she could only change from dragon to human, clothes she had to borrow or make for herself. Hiccup had blushed for a long time after that conversation, especially when he realized that the little dress she had made from the silk off Johan's trade ship could only transform with her with a bit of effort.

The dress looked nice enough, but even with silk, it looked like the work of someone who had only just learned the basics of sewing, one sleeve shorter than the other and the hem was a above her knees on one side.

"So...did you make a new one for him?" she asked in a small voice.

Hiccup shook his head, "I fixed it up and made some adjustments. That's all.'

Toothless chirruped something, to which she shook her head, "I don't think I could."

Hiccup looked to her, he was slightly jealous of her ability to talk to dragons even in human from, "What did he say?"

"He asked if I wanted a saddle too," she sighed, "But the only rider I've ever had was Koro."

"The wolf?"

Feather-storm nodded, looking at him slightly puzzled, "She told you her other name?"

Now hiccup was confused, "Yeah, why wouldn't she?"

The dragoness shook her head, "Never mind….um, how was she when you saw her last?"

"Stubborn," Hiccup said with a smile, "I think she's warming up to me."

Toothless gave him a small shove, a throat laugh followed.

"And you still don't have a mate." Feather-storm translated, "His words not mine."

Hiccup blushed, fiddling with the saddle straps a bit as he removed them, "Ahem, Speaking of which, there's a rumor going around the village that you and Toothless are getting pretty close."

Both dragons went silent, staring at him as if wondering where anyone would get such an idea.

Feather-storm shook her head, "Toothless is only doing what come natural to him, where I'm from Night Fliers will watch other dragons in their territory like a Sentry. And depending on how strong other dragons are they usually end up as either Chieftains a second in command.

"In the case of Ryu Heaven, Night Fliers can end up working under my own kin to protect where our territories overlap, and from what you two told me of that Red Death, as you called it, it's possible Toothless was something of a Commander looking out for every dragon that brought the Tyrant food in order to keep it from hunting them. Which of course changed when it left its cavern and you battled with it."

Hiccup nodded slowly, "So…He was just acting like a guard for you?"

"He knew without question the things I was capable of, some dragons are afraid of my kin for the things we can do." She glared at him a moment, "Things you know too much of already."

The boy coughed, "Yeah well it's nobody's fault for that. Anyway, we should be getting to the arena for today's lesson. Are you going to join in again?"

Feather-storm shrugged, "Maybe, what kind of training are you planning today?"

As she spoke a pair of ghostly wings half the size of her own appeared behind her, growing more solid as they opened and wrapped around her, hiding her behind a cloak of silver white feathers. The mass grew a bit before opening, Hiccup watching on with amazement as the girl was replaced by a sleek silver dragoness with sapphire eyes.

No matter how many times he watched it, few as they were, he was amazed at how such a massive creature could transform into such a small frame and back again after simply wrapping her wings around herself.

"Astrid is doing training today, so keep on your toes ok?"

She chirruped to him, padding off towards the village as she did so. Toothless looked to Hiccup before chasing after her with a nod from the boy.

"See you later then." He called.

As he putt Toothless's extra gear away, he looked to the trees with a distinct feeling he was being watched.

***8***

Fang felt his mind fogging, like he was somehow falling asleep inside his own head, driven by few thoughts. It was this infernal Collar, he knew it had a spell on it, and he knew he needed to get it off, but the chains and his weakened state were now against him more than before. He had scratched himself several times trying to get at it in uncomfortable positions, to no avail.

If he couldn't get the collar off himself, he had to try something else, but what?

The fog around his mind thickened, he fought to hold it back, feeling a wave of Primal instincts wash over him. Of hunting live prey, ripping and tearing it as he gulped it down bit by…

No he wasn't like that, none of his kind was, they were more intelligent than that, and powerful…

But what about the humans? These Vikings that imprisoned him here for so long, separated from the silver dragoness, his precious dragoness. They had shot her down, they had gone after her. If he ever got out he could…

…Escape, that's what he had to do. The Viking scum had come back empty handed in their search for her, so there was a chance she was still alive somewhere. On another island…

…With more Vikings, murderous Vikings humans, dragon killers. Kill as they have killed, survive as only a dragon can.

But he was a guise, and one with ideals of his own, surely someone like him…

…Could easily destroy any pathetic human that crossed him. After all they were always killing his kind.

His kind, the silver, Mimibrusner, had she…?

***8***

Gon looked in on the dragon with a smile, "Still fighting eh? A battle in your own head now. well that'll change by dawn, after all, nobody wearing one of those collars has ever been able to resist in the end."

He began to walk away, the gold lay still, growling and twitching like he was having a bad dream.

"Good night, sweet _Prince_" he spat, "Shame your sister couldn't share your fate."

**AN: for this chapter I wanted to include both the fact that although Toothless and Feather-storm seem to spend al lot of time together, there is nothing going on between them. (I was toying with the idea but it didn't quite fit the way I wanted it to) and add another hint (if you haven't noticed already) that Gon and 'Fang' might have met before.**

**Review please, enjoy (bow)**


	15. Chapter 14

**Sorry it took so long, Writer's block hit harder than usual and most of my means of dispelling it were unavailable of late. I plan to upload the next chapter by the end of the month. Please leave a comment or review. ^u^**

Mildew, watching in fascinated horror as Gon removed the chains from the Day Fury's legs, other Outcasts stood a good ways back, weapons in hand and ready for use, they were all shivering a little at the thought of having to tie the gold down again, but none of them were willing to admit it.

Alvin was in the cage, thinking it strange that someone so small could lift such heavy chains and shackles at all, but saying nothing, he was more interested in seeing just how well this 'enchanted collar' worked. And if it didn't, well he knew of very slow and painful ways to take out his frustrations, and he did like the idea of seeing that pathetic foreign face twisted in fear again.

As Gon removed the last shackle he patted his hands together and took a step back with a bow, "Go ahead Mr. Treacherous, he won't mind much."

Alvin nodded, his face like stone as he strode towards the huge limp golden body, his hands shivered as he touched the yellow scales, his heart pounding in his ears as he sat himself between the wings at the base of the neck and waited.

Fang didn't move for a moment. Alvin turned to glare at 'dress man' icily. Gon simply smiled, "Come now, the fact you're on his back without so much as a peep proves it works, he's been reduced to little more than a glorified pack horse with wings."

"I don't need a pack horse, 'Dress man" Alvin growled.

While his men chuckled among themselves at the use of Gon's old nickname, the little man himself didn't so much as flinch, "Every little dog can be tamed, and it so happens I've prepared a little something. An extra spell that should ensure your new mount obeys your every word."

He pulled out a large feather from his sleeve, a dragon feather, a white one that darkened to a dark toxic green at its center, Alvin couldn't help but notice there was something painted on it in red.

"As you may have guessed this is a feather from one of his own kind, written on it is the name of a particular, (ahem) acquaintance of mine, if you'll allow me…"

He gestured towards the dragon's head, Alvin nodded slowly. Gon needed no second bidding as he was soon tickling the dragon's nose with the feather.

"You may want to hold on to that collar tightly, Mr. Treacherous." Gon warned, Alvin needed now second bidding either.

***8***

Astrid noticed the two dragons long before they reached the arena, with a quick word to Stormfly she took off towards the barracks.

The twins watched her go for a bit, the Zippleback exchanged a word with the Nadder while the twins exchanged glances.

"Where's she off to?" Ruff asked; her twin stared at the sky a minute.

"Wait I know this one, don't tell me," he banged his head a few times shaking it off, "No I got nothing. Maybe if you…"

He pointed to his head, his sentence cut off with a swift right hook to the jaw.

"Well, did it work?" Ruff asked expectantly.

"Nope…"Tuff groaned, "But now I finally remember where we buried our first hatchet."

"Make a note; we can dig it up later." Ruff said excitedly.

Snotlout rolled his eyes, spotting Feather-storm, Toothless and hiccup as they came in.

"Hey there," he strode up to his cousin, addressing the silver with a smile, "Whose a pretty thing? You coming flying with us today, well then I hope you're up for a challenge because not only is Astrid in charge of today's training but me and Hookfang are the best warriors in the class."

Ruff literally dropped what she was doing, on her twin's foot, "Wait…Astrid's in charge today?"

"That hurts almost as bad as the fact you dropped a crate of something heavy on my foot." Tuff strained, "No I take it back, this is worse. Get it off!"

Feather-storm snorted, moving off to greet the other dragons with her musical chirrup. Snotlout then pulled Hiccup closer, "So…"

Hiccup looked at him confused, "what?"

"Anything going on between those two?" Snot said playfully poking his cousin in the ribs, "Something romantic?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes, "Like I told Gobber, we won't know unless it happens."

"Hiccup!" Astrid came running, a few rolled up parchments in her arms, "I've got our lesson all set up. You ready?"

All the humans accept the one called groaned, Astrid had a habit of making these exercises somewhat tougher than what hiccup had in mind, and that was why hiccup would let her take over the class every once in a while, her kind of training could prepare them for all kinds of situations out there. Especially when she involved how to work around the outcasts.

"Today we're going to play a little game, a cross between a treasure hunt and a race against time."

The twins glanced at each other before pulling out a mace each. Astrid raised a brow.

"Why do you have those?"

"Why wouldn't we?" Ruff asked.

"Yeah everyone knows when you teach the class you have to be prepared." Tuff huffed, clapping the weapon tighter.

Fishlegs gained a puzzled look, "Oh…kay, but why do you have those if you forgot that Astrid was teaching today?"

The twins looked to eachother then at their maces, then to the others all looking at them, speaking at the same time, "We don't remember?...AH YOU SAID WHAT I SAID, NO _YOU_ DID, NO _I_ DID, QUIT IT. ARAGH!"

With that the two of them threw a left hook at the same time, hitting each other in the face at the same time and falling over at the same time and groaned.

"Stop…copying me…"tuff groaned rubbing his chin.

The teens all rolled their eyes.

Astrid sighed and gave everyone two rolled parchments, "Each of these are maps of every island we've been to so far and a list of clues to each item you have to find, everyone has a total of three and you have to find them all ad be back here before the sun sets. Any questions?"

Everyone shook their heads; accept the twins who were glaring at each other carefully. Astrid gave them their maps, "You two heard everything right?"

Simultaneously they responded, "Yeah! AHHHH WE DID IT AGAIN!"

And again they smacked each other in the face with a left hook and fell over

***8***

Hiccup read the first clue aloud, "Where attackers are kept, one monster bound tight, a lock of its hair should give you a fight."

He sighed, looking up to the silver, her face etched in some despair. Obviously she had figured it out as well; the first item was a piece of Strider's fur.

Hiccup placed a hand on the smooth white scales, "Hey, I know you still feel bad."

"Her?" a voice caused them all to jump, "How do you think I feel?"

Hiccup was robbed of words as he turned around, expecting to see Strider, but instead of the hound he was used to seeing stood…a girl. She looked about 15 or so, little taller than Astrid and just as slender, her clothes consisted of a green shirt and leather jerkin, her legs were covered by baggy black leggings stuffed into knee high boots, a grey pack slung across her shoulder. She looked at the three of them with golden brown eyes.

Hiccup stuttered attempting to ask where in the world she had come from, but Feather-Strom gave a whoop of joy and rushed to the girl's side, her nose nudged her so hard it caused the girl to stagger.

"It's good to see you're alright, Milady." The girl smiled, stroking the dragoness's nose gently.

At the word 'milady' something clicked in hiccup's mind, he opened his mouth and forced out one word in astonishment, "S-strider?"

The girl turned to him, a pair of hound ears pricked up on the top of her head, the exact same color as the werewolf's fur, "Who else would it be?"

Hiccup nodded, his tongue suddenly loosened in the moment, rattling off questions like a rushing river, "Why are you here? Why do you look human, is it some kind of trick? Where did you get those clothes? Is it the same as when Feather-storm changes or are they yours? How long have you been out? What's with the pack? Is there more…?"

Strider's hand was suddenly on his mouth, moving just as fast as the night they met, "Slow down kid your mind might blow something."

She took a step back; Feather-storm chirruped a little sounding concerned. The wolf girl shrugged, "Well I suppose you need some explanation. In order, when you said 'you should've seen her' I decided to take you up on that offer so I escaped. I look human because all werewolves are half-bloods and I personally have the rare ability to change between them whenever I want, so it's no trick. These clothes change with me of course, I just have to concentrate to do so. I've been out since last night and getting my things. And to guess at that last one, is there more than one of me. Nope; just me."

She smiled slyly, adjusting the bag on her shoulder, "Satisfied?"

Hiccup took a bit to take this in, nodding slowly, "I guess so…"

"Good," Strider smiled, "Now then if you get the hairs last and you let me help you with the rest of that list then maybe you can help me with a little something."

Hiccup folded his arms in front of him, a sly smile crossing his face, "Oh so _now_ you want my help."

Strider held up her arm, a humanoid paw with sharp claws clicked as she rubbed her 'fingers' with a smile, "I don't like asking a Viking, different as you are. Don't get so cocky."

Hiccup forced a smile, hiding his rising uncertainty. Now that she was out of the cell he couldn't help but feel a little…scared of her. _Funny I didn't feel anything like that when she attacked me the first time._ He thought to himself.

Strider sighed, returning her hand to normal and adjusting her bag again, "Although… there is something I need from you two, you and Toothless the Night Flier."

Hiccup couldn't help but feel a little pale, wondering if whatever she wanted from him wasn't going to be something he would regret later.

***8***

Wind whipped through his hair as he flew over the water, the familiar smell of the sea filling his nose and leaving a slight taste on his lips. The black scaled dragon underneath him was enjoying the trip more than he was. The night fury seemed like a dragon on a mission ready for anything as they flew on, the silver dragoness flying a little behind them looking more worried than enthusiastic. Strider lying on her stomach along the slender neck, with only her knees to hold on. She stroked the dragoness on the ears, trying to soothe her.

"It's alright Mimi, once we get there we you can hide while toothless and I check things out." Her voice practically a purr.

Hiccup shivered slightly, remembering Strider's small conversation with Feather-storm and Toothless in a strange tongue he couldn't make out. Apparently she went ahead to catch up with her dragon mistress a little, at least to the point where she knew why she had crash landed on Berk. And apparently it had the silver frightened, very frightened.

"So… you mind telling me where were going?" Hiccup called back over the wind, "And why?"

"All you need to know is once we get there your job is to keep My lady Mimi safe and hidden. Toothless and I already have plans." Strider said simply earning a gruff call out from the night furry. The werewolf frowned, "Don't give me that now; we both agreed that you and I are ten times better at hiding than a silver guise dragon and a Viking child with a metal leg."

Hiccup frowned, turning to Toothless, "Well could I at least know where we're going?"

Feather-storm flinched, sounding upset as an island loomed in over the horizon, Strider doing her best to calm the dragoness. But Feather-storm simply stopped in midair and attempted to turn around. Hiccup's heart sank at the sight of the land mass; it was a near barren place he knew only too well, even without a map. He felt he deserved a slap across the back of the head for not recognizing the area sooner.

"there's a place we can land over this way, if we go there Feather-storm can have a safe place to hide until you get back," Strider opened her mouth to protest, Hiccup beat her too it, "Besides, you'll need a crash course in flying if you want to ride Toothless. Like if you come under fire."

The werewolf shut her mouth with a sigh, "Point taken. Let's go"

Feather-storm crooned with a long musical purr as they flew a ways south, Hiccup glancing back to the island, unhappy that one of his suspicions was correct. Before Feather-storm had crashed landed on Berk, she had been attacked by Outcasts. It was no wonder she didn't want to go back to their island.


	16. Chapter 15- Fang's real name is

Strider was privately talking with Toothless, the fact her human form still had the ability to speak with dragons caused a pang of jealousy in hiccup more than once now. right now he could only guess what they were talking about.

"…So if you take the passage on the north side you'll end up just under the Blacksmith's workshop. From there it's a few kilometers to the mess hall via the shallow cliff and a few boulders…"

The Night Fury purred a few notes, Strider nodded as she folded her arms in front of her and looked him calmly in the eyes, "Ok, I get that….and I understand how you were able to locate the pens, we can use that later. What about the dragons already living in the area? How sensible are they?"

"With your ability I bet you could just talk things out." Hiccup stated absently as he checked the three large fish grilling over a fire provided by Toothless earlier.

Strider sighed heavily, leaning back onto a stone slab, "If Vikings are anything like decent humans dragons then you should realize that it's not that simple. You'll always run into the ones that are just too stubborn for their own good. And then there's the ones who would rather deal with things by way of a fight than sit down and talk things out in a calm manner."

"Run into those a lot?" Strider gave him a questioning stare, morphing her ears to stand erect while she was at it, he pointed back to the silver dragoness who was curled up in sleep, "Stubborn dragons I mean."

The werewolf's ears drooped as she thought about it, "A few I guess, but I hardly see any that don't eventually know when to quit. Most dragons prefer not to fight to the death over the small things, not like humans sometimes do."

Hiccup nodded, people did seem to get into a lot of fights over small things, "I can see that."

A gasp from strider caused him to stand to grab for his shield and stand to alert, "What is it?"

"Oh how cute are you?"

Confused Hiccup turned around to see Strider staring at a tiny glowing orange dragon, a fire worm, that had wondered up close to their campfire. She grabbed one of the skewered fish as she talked to the little thing in a higher more childish voice.

"What an adorable little thing you are. I had no idea there were any dragons like you out this far. No I didn't."

"don't touch it," Hiccup warned, "that's a Fire worm dragon, their skin is…"

"Hotter than a bonfire and it hates being picked up by just anyone. They also live in hives where they secrete a special jelly that serves as their food and fire supply and guarded by the queen who oversees them as they work and digs out new caves when the hive is too small to meet quota of her and her hive."

Hiccup found his tongue lost at her knowledge, "That's…right….I think…but you just said you didn't know there was anything like him out here."

The werewolf ripped a fin off her fish and tossed it to the little glowing creature, "I assumed it was too cold for them up this far is all. They're sensitive to things that are too cold for them, almost as much as they like serving their queen. By the way, where do you get a name like Fire Worm?"

"I don't name them so I have no idea. Why what do you call them?"

Strider smiled, "Lava Bees, because they're as hot as lava and live in a manner so similar to bees it's laughable. Pretty simple don't you think?"

Hiccup smiled, sitting down for a bite of fish, "Yeah, so…about Outcast Island. Why are we going there exactly?"

Strider looked to Toothless, the Night Fury tilted his head towards the human, making the message clear, _go on and tell him._

With a sigh she settled in, "Well, you'd have to know sooner or later I guess but I'll have to go back a bit in the story. Mimi, or Feather-storm as you call her, isn't just a run of the mill dragon by a long shot. No doubt you know why she's called a Guise dragon, it's a play on the word Disguise since her kind have magic enough to take on human form, exactly as they would appear if they had been born one in the first place as a matter of fact. No one know how or why but anyway…since you don't know this for yourself, Guise dragons can be born in a variety of colors and patterns, the one who officially flies me around on patrol is a sunset orange that blends into a dark purple at his wings."

Hiccup nodded, picturing dragons like Feather-storm in colors similar to other dragons he had seen, the result for some not looking as elegant as he had hoped. Strider smiled as she continued.

"On a side note, few dragons have a solid coloring going for them like Mimi does, almost all of the ones you'll meet have a pattern on them somewhere, be it big, small, complex, on just the wings or the head. One color guise are somewhat rare, I mean, even Mimi's parents have a pattern on their noses.

"Anyway, since I won't give you all the details, Mimi's parents had a real scare when she was born; as a result they've been very protective of their children. But this had Mimi feel somewhat cooped up recently as her older brother was having a bit of a…disagreement over his future."

"Why's that?"

The werewolf shook her hand at him, "That's one thing I won't tell you. Now let me finish…

"About a month ago Mimi overheard a particularly heated argument between her brother and her father, which ended up with the former running off. She went after him when he didn't come back like he usually did two days later. After a week, her parents called me in to track her down and bring her home by any means and their son if possible. You know enough about how that ended."

Hiccup nodded slowly, a sly smile on his face, "You tracked her to the Islands and eventually came to Berk where you attempted to kill me."

"Hey you would do the same thing if you were in my fur kid," she growled, "And not too long ago any _one_ of your tribe would've killed a dragon without hesitation for _less_ than what I had still believed about _your_ kind."

The boy held up his hands defensively, "Ok sorry, I know, three hundred years of dragon killers and were just now starting to live with them."

The werewolf nodded, settling back against the rock again, "Well that's my end; on Mimi's end it seems what happened was, after she had finally caught up with her brother she tried traveling with him for a while for her own reasons. But while in human form they ended up on a boat headed in the wrong direction and had to fly off under cover of night before anything happened.

"Unfortunately something did, a huge storm at sea and nowhere to land. They lost all sense of direction trying to keep from getting tossed into the sea or struck by lightning. Dragons have limits after all.

"Eventually they ended up finding somewhere to land and attempted to seek shelter, but then their worst fears were realized and they ended up separated. Mimi wouldn't give me all the details, but she seemed pretty shaken up about it when she mentioned her brother had stayed behind to buy her time to get away."

Hiccup's eyes widened, he remembered how Feather-storm had first arrived on Berk, how she had an injury from an Outcast's weapon, and now that he thought about it, she had often looked up at the sky as if she was upset about something. If all that was true than…

Strider stretched out on the sand, yawning, "Come nightfall, Toothless and I are going to confirm what happened to Feather-storm's older brother, Yiggs."

Hiccup frowned at the name, shaking his head, "Wait, that's impossible isn't it?…that name I mean, that couldn't be short for…"

"I don't know what she was thinking when she came up with the names but she was very adamant about them. My lady Delflor named her only children, Mimibrunser Silver wings and Yggdrasil the gold."

Toothless moaned at the name, Hiccup knew his dragon well enough to know something was bothering the Night Fury, something that maybe Strider was neglecting to tell him.

***8***

Fang, was that really his name now? Gon thought to himself, staring at the chained creature in the arena, a stiff smile across his face, _What vile names these dragon slayer come up with. Still better to be the way I am at the moment right?_

Fang snorted and slurped up the baskets upon baskets of fish, greedily, his eyes dull and rimmed red as the drugged collar held its effects over him. Gon smiled in delight as the Vikings fearfully fed the gold his fill, avoiding the snapping jaws and primal instincts. He wasn't sure which he was enjoying more at the moment, the Viking's terror or the gold being brought down so low in his young life.

***8***

Alvin glanced towards Gon standing at the top of the arena with hands in his overly wide sleeves, a grin plastered across his face, a cold one Alvin had knew all too well, he'd had it himself a few times when he came back from a successful hunt.

But what could that dress man be feeling to smile that way? Such a change in attitude had him baffled ever since the shriveling foreigner had been brought before him the first time.

From a cowering trader with dragon feathers for sale, to a devious maker of dragon drugs, and now he looked like a madman enjoying the chaos he had created. Alvin made a mental not to keep a closer eye on that one, he had a feeling if this continued he wouldn't be the only person his men feared and obeyed.

"Alright, that's enough feeding, get the harness ready!"

The Vikings tasked with this shivered as they moved forward to obey, carrying with them a large leather and metal harness along with a bridle and reigns. Alvin saw Gon's grin grow wider as the men struggled to get them on the gold who continued to snap up at fish hungrily.

"Mildew…" the old man shivered at the sound of his name, "What do you think of your guest?"

"The trader sir? Well he's…useful, but how long could that last?"

He shivered again, refusing to look at the dress man on the wall top, this caused a stir of jealousy in his master.

"Listen here, Cabbage breath, I want you to keep a close watch on him and report everything you see him do directly to me. There's something off about him and I want to know what it is."

Mildew shivered again, nodding and mumbling under his breath as he walked away. Alvin turned his attention back to the gold; as wild as the first day he came to the island, only now his attention was solely on food rather than fighting off the Vikings. That was a slight improvement in any case, starvation would work to his advantage now.

Up on the wall top, a shimmer of something flexed as Gon disappeared from his standing point, a shimmer like feather dragon wings.

**After fourteen chapters and no new reviews I cant help but wonder...is this story worth continueing if nobody shows they like it anymore? I know that I have the same number of readers since chapter seven and frankly... I want to read some reviews people. where's the love here?**

**next chapter coming soon...**


	17. Chapter 16- Inflitrate

Gon watched as the Vikings drank and feasted on stolen goods, singing in drunken stupor and trying to play ridiculous games with even more pointless prizes.

Knife toss for a new sheepskin blanket, axe throwing for a barrel of fish, and most irritating of all a eating contest for a prize of a huge cooked goose.

Gon sat in his corner quietly, ignoring as much of the antics as he could while he pondered his predicament.

Posing as a trader this far out was supposed to keep him safe, after all who harms a human trader when they have such interesting things to sell? For the longest time it was so easy to trick humans into trading with him, objects and stories for money and money for objects, or objects for objects and information in the form of tall tales. After all he was a firm believer in the idea that every fantasy had a twinge of truth in to somewhere, the issue being if it was worth his time to remember it.

But once he had been raided by these…Barbarians, he knew from the smell of them they were killers, he knew he sailed too close to their island as soon as they brought him here, and he hatched a plan to attack them as soon as they came too close. He'd gladly have played the coward long enough to find where they were holed and teach these lowly Vikings their place.

But something went wrong, as soon as they started passing the tall rocks in the ocean and the island was seen through the fog, Gon tried to change…

But…Gon grinded his teeth as he remembered, the only time he had ever been afraid of humans, such a pitiful state he ended up in when he realized his other form wasn't working. How he ended up in a daze trying so hard to transform that he could barely stand up, being brought before Alvin the treacherous as a shivering mess. How he shivered at the premonition of Alvin having come across a feather winged dragon before, and possibly slain it as well. How he was laid low….pathetic that such a thing could happen, he thought for sure he would be slaughtered here…until Alvin brought him before _that_ one…

He knew that hatchling the minute he saw him, every Guise knew of that rare scale color, the rumors that clung to him like a shadow and reputation that shined like a light in the darkness, the young prodigy in his magic and the very one who was at the center of those Gon hated most, Yggdrasil the gold.

Gon growled as he remembered that day, his last day in Ryu Haven, when Yggdrasil had uprooted all his hard work and carefully laid plans for the future. The day he was banished from the Haven forever, all because of that foolish young dragon. How he had longed for revenge all that time ago, how many times had he imagined the gold falling at his feet as a shell of his former self.

With a smile, Gon stared at the twisted fabric he was using to make a second collar.

"All this time and fate has finally shined on me, brighter than ever before." he muttered, making a silent toast to his good fortune, "Captured by slayers, your sister lost and possibly dead, and now you have a spell of my own design to deal with. I wonder how much more of this you can take."

***8***

'it's dank and dark and smells of sweat, dragon blood, brimstone, rusty iron, just the sort of place I'd think a Viking pit should smell like. Just don't ask me what the real thing smells like cause I'll never survive to tell you.' she sang in dragon tongue, knowing no Viking would think an intruder would be capable of such. Her companion however finally had enough.

'Can you cut that out? your song is worse than some of those things Ruff passes off for a lullaby'

Strider looked back into those big green eyes with a feigned pout, 'you don't like my singing?'

Toothless snorted, 'I don't like your complaining while your singing.'

The werewolf waved her tail behind her passively, a sly smile on her face, 'Alright, I guess it's already a downer that were in a place where Vikings are still the stereotype killers we're warned about in Ryu Haven.'

The black dragon nodded, ears twitching, 'Two of them, behind us.'

Strider scoffed, "Only two?"

Without another word the two of them jumped into the dark shadows of the celling, both digging their claws in to gain a firm grip as two burly grey clad Outcasts stumbled by with a small cask of ale each. Strider scrunched up her nose in disgust, trying hard to keep from gasping, having a hound nose right now was defiantly not to her advantage.

As the guards passed singing about a dragon hunt the two clambered down as quietly as possible and slipped into the nearest dark tunnel. Strider coughed several times looking in pain.

'I gotta ask, Berk's the only Viking settlement where they actually take baths isn't it?' she sputtered.

The Night Fury shrugged, smiling, 'I couldn't say, I've never seen a Viking bathe before.'

Strider growled once before taking an experimental sniff, 'well at least my nose is still working. I can tell how far those two are and which way they've gone. So where do we go from here?'

Toothless purred as he pondered this, 'This seems like a good place to hide out for now. I'll stay here and wait for you. if you run into trouble call for me alright?'

The werewolf nodded, they both knew Toothless was too big to creep around the way she could, besides if anyone were to spot him she'd have a hard time watching his back without being seen herself, and she didn't want to think about what would happen if the Outcasts actually managed to kill Toothless

'Listen, I locked in that tail fin for a steady flight if I'm not back before the shadows reach the ridge leave without me alright?'

The night fury's eyes narrowed, 'You're not serious are you? We stick to the plan.'

The werewolf simply smiled and took off down the path like a shadow chasing light on the waves. Toothless grunted, committing the place to memory he padded down another path for an investigation of his own.

***8***

Left, right, right, left, duck, left, up in the high stones, this place was as twisted as the people who lived here. Strider took a whiff of her surroundings, feeling a bit sick as she recognized dragon blood. She almost found herself wishing she had stayed on Berk.

With a hop she jumped on the celling again, letting her dark clothes hide her better as a small drunk group stumbled past.

"Can you believe we finally got that beast under control?"

"Alvin was sure (hic) pleased when he went…sailing."

"Sailing, sailing in the briny skies, I'll be slaying dragons a mile wide….Heh HAHAHAH! Dragon ride we'll be yet eh mates?"

"Dragon Bride? Who ever heard of (Hic) dragon bride?"

"You once said your sister looked like one didn't you."

"Got a long way to go then, (Hic) got some more of that ale with ya?"

Strider huffed, crawling along down the hall, she smelled food and heard loud laughing going on. must be a great hall of sorts, and from the sound of it they were extremely happy.

She thought back to what those drunkards were saying, picking out key details, 'beast under control, went sailing, in the briny skies, dragon ride.' These men were trying to be dragon riders. How long had Vikings been at this?

She reached the hall and peered inside, several dozen men were singing and eating and dancing like a wild bunch. Too many to get through, she ignored them, there was one particular Toothless and Hiccup had described, and it didn't look like he was there. Terrific, so much for her plan to scare information out of him, may be should try with a different one, could be easier anyway.

_How to pick one out though,_ she racked her brains, if only there was some kind of commotion…how big of one?

***8***

Mildew watched Gon in his corner, not bothering to drink anything but water, that 'dress man' hadn't moved from his spot since the men had started this celebration of theirs. He simply pecked at his food and kept staring off into space.

He hadn't needed Alvin's order to watch this man, there was something about Gon that made him suspicious, and the memory of those wing-like apparitions only enforced them. he knew there was something off about the man, but he needed proof first. Alvin's new found suspicions had only given him a shot of courage he needed.

"Look at him sitting there like he's better than us eh fungus? We'll he was no more than a shivering mess when he first got here, a cowards a coward through and though."

The sheep simply bleated and went back to the bowl of herbs his master had given him.

Mildew scratched his pet's filthy wool layer, smiling to himself, "All we need do is wait, he'll slip up, and when he does…"

The men all slowly stopped what they were doing to listen, confused and mesmerized by a voice carrying through the tunnels. Someone was singing notes without words, slow and sweet.

"What's that? It's so pretty." one man stopped with his fist half way to another's face.

"It's a girl." An older one spoke up in surprise.

"We have girl's here…?" this one slurred before passing out.

Mildew ignored their ramblings, hears pricked for the source, he was sure it was coming from a particular tunnel but all that blasted echoing was making it even more difficult than everyone's prattle.

The song was sung high and soft, sad slow pace, and now there were words to it that could be heard clearly. Mildew found it hard to concentrate as a tear was welling up in his eye. The more drunk ones were beginning to bawl like babies.

"_How can you stand there with a smile on your face,_

_Where are you going? When you promised my summer's day_

_The world you had set before me wasn't there_

_When my heart is breaking from your unspoken disgrace?_

_What were you doing, when they took my hope away?_

_Where is the song your wrote me?_

_What mass have your tried to pass?_

_How do you keep singing words not your own and expect me to listen_

_Like the raven with no voice to raise,_

_My head is bowed to the winds,_

_I have no place in this world full of false hopes_

_And your promises mean nothing_

_What was the tune you sang once?_

_Whose should did you steal then?_

_Why do you keep my attention so easily and speak so false?_

_A fallen snow in dead of night is warmer to me now_

_I can't take the bearings of a false hope anymore_

_Your words mean nothing to me now_

_Your lies still brought me hope_

_How can you sit there smiling when my heart is faded so?"_

***8***

In the high rocks, Strider leaned back against the rocks, a tears running down her face, not a drop of sorrow reached her voice. But inside she was crying louder than any of those dragon killing sailors ever could.

**To explain the song in the end, its a poem I chucked out after receiving some bad news which I will not disclose for any reason. Also for that reason I had to cut this chapter short this time. Humble apologies. keep reviewing and reading and thank you! (bow)**


	18. Chapter 17

Toothless didn't need to see, or use his echolocation, he could tell by smell and touch alone that he was nearing the Outcast's dragon arena. And from the sound of it there was quite the commotion going on.

A blast of light reached him from the end of the tunnel, followed by a feel of electricity. Toothless cringed at the feel of it, dragons can easily sense when another dragon's flame or such is purely defensive, as was common for most attacks. But this blast, defiantly dragon in origin, it felt different, very different.

He could hear shouting ahead, what was going on up there?

Creeping carefully out to the tunnel's edge he peered down, finding himself just above the arena's chain net. Down below was a scene that made Toothless's blood run cold, his ears twinging at the sounds of Outcast laughter, a mindless roaring, and a dragon's scream.

***8***

"Come little dragon, I'll show thee a way

Into a world of moonlight

Fly little dragon, in clouds we shall play

Building a garden of shadows

Follow sweet dragon, fly high as the day

Shed all of your pain and your sorrows

Weep not poor dragons, while fathers' away

Battling Murderous humans"

While the Outcasts listened to the strange song, Gon frowned deeply. He recognized that song, it was part of a lullaby for hatchlings. He had heard it many times growing up, in Dragon tongue, but to hear it in perfect Norse like this, it made his teeth grind. Very few Guise dragons would be willing to speak such a language, but he knew of none that would willingly sing _that_ song in anything other than the words it was born from. No one who was truly a Guise anyway.

The voice singing, it sounded familiar, a light young voice, carrying each note like a spell, somewhere he had heard such a thing before, from someone; a female…

The words changed, shadows seemed to filter throughout the cavern, Gon saw several Vikings rubbing at their eyes and yawning. Spreading to others like a plague.

"Hush now my dragon, drifting away

See now all the lights have gathered

Rest now dear dragon, sing to the day

Dream of a world in moonlight

Sweet little dragon my heart does to cry

Father has seen a red sunset

Sleep little dragon for soon you will fly

Into the calm and the quiet"

Vikings all over the chamber were soon suffering the combined effects of stomachs full of ale and good meat, long hours of energy used on dancing and singing aloud, that soft singing and the now yawning mouths.

Gon shook his head violently, biting his tongue till it bled to keep such a thing from effecting him as well. Even if it was not magic, the timing was impeccable; after all that celebrating the Outcasts were falling asleep, one by one they either laid were they sat, or fell over with mouths open in loud snoring's and soft breathing.

The trader slipped himself into the nearest shadow, watching as they all fell asleep. He didn't wait long before a figure, slender as a hound and silent on padded hind legs, dropped into sight and walked across the room, still singing the same tune like she was in a trance. A pair of dog ears perched atop her head twitching at every sound other than her own voice, a long bushy tail swaying behind her.

Gon bit back a growl, sliding as quietly as possible down another hall. He knew that face, both as a hound and as a wretched human.

_That cursed half-blood, what's she doing here?_ he then remembered something, in Ryu Haven that creature was associated with…

He hissed, "The gold!"

***8***

"Where is he?" Astrid groaned, her fingers thumbing across her dragon's scales, her patience having gone thin while her worry waned somewhat thick, "Of all of us Hiccup should've been the first one done."

Fishlegs turned his attention from tickling Meat Lug's ears, "Don't worry, He probably went on a patrol around the islands after finding everything. Or with Feather-storm being with him Toothless probably wanted to play with her and lost track of time."

Astrid sighed, "Toothless does like her, and it's not like Hiccup is going to give up a chance to fly circles around another dragon."

She shook her head, "What am I saying? We're still on alert with the Outcasts, he wouldn't let himself get carried away like that."

The twins looked at each other, shrugging. Snotlout noticed this, scoffed, "Ok what's with you two? You guys haven't said a word to each other since you got back. Are you in a fight again?"

They shook their heads, head butting each other at the same time and smiling dizzily.

Fishlegs chuckled, "They got so freaked out after they accidently spoke in synch that they decided to keep quiet so it doesn't happen again."

Snotlout chuckled, a sly grin on his face, "you two do realize that being silent at the same time counts right?"

At this Ruff screamed, "YOU MEAN WERE STILL DOING IT? ARGH!"

Tuff pumped both fists in the air, "Yes she finally spoke first, I was starting to get dizzy there."

The others rolled their eyes.

"Hiccup!" all eyes turned to see Stoic striding into the arena, "Hiccup? Have any of you kids seen Hiccup?"

Ruff smiled brightly, "We all have chief, he's a scrawny kid about yea high with scruffy brown hair and beady little eyes."

"And a metal leg," Tuff chimed, "You cannot forget the metal leg, or the Night Fury always following him around. Wait why would he ask us that?"

Ruff's eyes widened, "Oh I hope this isn't a test."

"don't worry I think we've passed already."

Stoic rolled his eyes, heaving heavy sigh, "what about Feather-storm have you seen her anywhere?"

Astrid frowned, "she's with Hiccup, why? What's going on?"

"That beast has escaped is what's happened." The chieftain said gravely, "And we know for a fact the creature not only hates Vikings but was trying to get Feather-storm off the island. It's possible if she's escaped then she'll be more than willing to try again."

"Don't worry chief, she can't get off this island, and she can't get far with us on the job. Right Hookfang?" the red Nightmare chirruped as his rider patted his nose.

Stoic however didn't seem to share in the enthusiasm, "As good as that sounds might I remind you that there was no way for that wolf to even come to the island in the first place, no extra boats rafts or ship sightings and we all know wolves can't swim far on their own. And more importantly, where would she go?"

The riders all exchanged worried looks.

**AN: Ok I know this part's not very good. Eventually I thought, 'Oh well so long as you know the Calvary's left the roost.' Continue and enjoy! ^ ^**

***8***

He didn't know how he got there, he just knew one minute he was dancing and drinking with his companions and then hearing one of the most heavenly voices he had ever heard, (compared to anyone else on this island anyway), but now he was looking at an empty chamber in the lower halls, while his hands were somehow chained behind his back and his feet held him dangling a few feet off the floor.

A lit torch flickered swiftly as if someone had rushed past him, thorough a haze of his drunken state he could see shadows moving like they had a life of their own, a flicker of brown fur rush by and a light padding of footfalls.

"Oh, my head. Oi, someone there?" he called, trying to move his hands only to find they were bound tight by something flexible as rope but cold as seawater, "Brag? Was this your idea tying me up? Well come on now, you've had a good laugh; now cum get me down from here."

The shadows moved again, he heard a low growling, a husky laugh.

"Brag? T-that is you isn't it?"

"No"

He shivered, all the blood that had been rushing to his face suddenly tried to drain against gravity. That voice sounded nothing like any respectable Viking he knew, or any cutthroat he knew either. It was…inhuman.

"W-who…w-who…who…?"

The voice chuckled, sounding close, "Oh how cute, the blood hungry Viking thinks he's an owl now."

"Whoareyouwhatdoyouwant?" he blabbered, so quickly he wasn't sure he had said it right.

Something moved in the shadows again, a dark shape silhouetted against the firelight of the torches began to form, getting closer and closer with light padded feet, a swishing of a long furry tail and the low growl that sounded almost amused.

"What I want? Is that what you asked? Isn't it obvious? I can answer both of your questions with a simple answer. I am a servant of the great goddess Helviti."

His eyes widened greatly at the sound of that, "B-but, she's…her servant…why are you?"

The creature was soon in full view of him, a female wolf standing on her hind legs, muddy brown fur that almost looked black in this light, lips curled back in a cross between a growl and a smile as they showed gleaming yellow white fangs, a black tipped tail as bushy as a fox's swishing slowly back and forth behind her, slim body clad in leather armor.

She placed a paw over his mouth, bringing the other to touch her nose, "Hush, come now you didn't think you were invincible did you? all Vikings like you have the honor of becoming my mistress's toys, only right for such a horrid thing like you."

Her tone of voice was soft and slow like she was talking to a child, almost purring. Her claws began to caress his bearded face gently, "the only thing merciful is I get to give you a taste of what you're in for, that way it's not so bad. Now where shall we start?"

"W-wait, there's gotta be a mistake." He shouted, either in outrage or in the immense fear he was feeling, "I'm not dead yet, I don't want to go yet."

"Afraid there's nothing for it," she purred, her golden eyes rolling to the ceiling as if she just had a thought, "Unless…oh never mind you couldn't possibly do it."

He felt a spark of hope return, "What…what is it? Tell me! I'll do anything!"

The wolf smiled deeper, licking her fangs, "Well…I could let you go. I could let the Valkyries take you away next time and pretend this was all just a drunken nightmare…if you can offer me a golden dragon feather."

She leaned in, her smile becoming chillingly playful as she flexed her claws and gave him a small shove so he would start swinging, "But those don't exist anymore."

"No wait, yes they do. I've seen one. We have it here on the island, and feathers from it, lots of feathers."

The wolf frowned; her tail began to thrash a bit, "Only a feather from a _living_ dragon will do, if the dragon was dead when you took it…"

"It is…they are…the gold dragon with wings like a bird, its alive. Alvin means to tame it, its feathers are all from it while it's alive. Alvin wants to keep it that way."

From the corner of his eye he couldn't help but feel a mixture of confusion along with his tremendous fear. The wolf's eyes had tears in them as she smiled a little warmer, even if her voice remained cold, "Is that so? Then tell me where to find this golden dragon and I'll pluck the feathers myself. Mistress will love one too."

***8***

Strider had knocked the man out as soon as he gave her the information and unbound him. Tears of relief building in her eyes as she pulled off the stolen, stinking leather armor and replaced her own jacket.

So Yggdrasil was alive, all this time she had feared the worst, but he was here…alive.

"Lady Delflor, Lord Qui, I found him, just like a promised." She whispered to herself as she hurried silent as a shadow down the hall, "Your son is alive."

**An: So tell me what you think! and yes I thought the dragons 'talking' was a good idea. at least from Strider's POV. I think I'll write it again in future chapters, help the story along a little.**

**hope the next one doesn't take as long as this one did. Please Review! ^ ^**


	19. Chapter 18

Toothless couldn't believe what he was seeing, it nearly made his blood boil to see the dulled yet still golden scales, the primal gleam of red rimmed sapphire eyes, the empty shrieks of anger as the man on his back held on laughing…

'Hey night flier, I thought you were going to wait for me back at the tunnel.'

Toothless glanced behind him to see the werewolf girl, a bright smile on her face as she approached him with light steps, 'never mind then, you'll never believe it. I scared the information out of a drunken Outcast and he told me to come this way because…'

'The gold you seek is alive.' The black dragon chirped simply, his wings drooping.

Strider's face fell at the tone of his voice, 'yeah, its happy news so why…?'

The Night Fury motioned his head towards the arena, 'You're not going to like this anymore than I do.'

The girl eased herself around him, setting herself as close to the edge as she dared while peering down at the chain covered dome full of drunken Vikings and penned dragons.

Her fists clenched till they turned white, her voice growling darkly; enough to match the one she used to frighten that simpleton before, "your right, I don't like it. I don't like it at all."

***8***

Gon noticed them much more easily than any normal human would've been able to. Staying in the shadows, he closed his eyes and concentrated. A familiar feeling stirred behind him, a shimmering of something appeared behind him; like before he attempted to open them, make them more solid and real. Once again he tried wrapping them around himself and change, but once again his efforts caused his attempts to vanish, restoring him to a human form.

He cursed in his own tongue, the only thing he still had of his other self on this forsaken island, eyes watching as Alvin rode the gold like a cowboy on a bronco. A sly smile crossing his face, as he glanced to that wretch hiding in the cave, accompanied by a Night Flier. That would explain how she got here.

"Perhaps this wasn't such bad luck for me after all." He chuckled under his breath, fingering a completed herbal collar intertwined with a rope, "a golden prince and his precious guard dog."

He watched as the girl slipped down the rocks, silent as a shadow, pricking hound's ears for any alert, swaying her tail for balance. He waited as the Night Flier eased himself to his belly, staying still and watching carefully, ready to pounce should the girl need him.

Gon had to admit the two made a good team thus far; a Night Flier was easily able to learn silence equal to their natural stealth. And that girl, he knew a simple human; even a half-blood like her didn't become friends with every rank of dragons in Ryu Haven for nothing. He remembered how she would play with young hatchlings showing them how to find hiding places and playing games to teach things they would need in the future, that's how he recognized her voice; that singing was the same she used to sing to hatchlings under her guard. On them it was almost like magic, putting them to sleep or stirring them into a playful mood whenever she used it. To most watching eyes it was like she could put a spell on them.

But she wasn't magic, all the dragons knew that.

Still Gon was sure he would have to be wary if she used her voice against him, he would have to stay out of sight until the right moment. And it wouldn't be long with her sneaking closer to the arena where the Gold was being 'tamed'.

She was right inside the gate, golden eyes narrowed as she watched the golden dragon's behavior. Gon smiled, taking a deep breath, _Let the fun begin._ "INTRUDER! MR TRAITORUS TEHRES AN INTURDER IN THE COMPOUND!"

***8***

Hiccup sat watching clouds roll by, not the most fun thing he could be doing but wasn't the worst either. Feather-storm sat in the sun appearing to be asleep, but Hiccup wasn't fooled, he had seen her glancing towards Outcast Island several times in the last hour.

"Don't worry, they'll be back soon." He smiled to her as she did it again. The silver dragoness turned her sapphire eyes right into his deep sea green, a faint smile crossing her long muzzle as she set her head back down, purring sadly.

Hiccup patted her head softly, "Hey come on, I haven't known her for long but already I know nothing is going to keep her down. Trust me if she can break out of a cell I helped fix several times without anyone noticing she's gone then sneaking around Outcast Isle should be the easiest thing ever."

Feather-storm gave a big sigh, nodding her head slowly as she shifted her wings more comfortably around herself. Her gaze returning towards the island betrayed her concerns.

Hiccup wanted more than anything at this point to calm her worries but nothing to say came to mind. Instead a familiar voice reached his ear on the wind.

"There he is down there."

Looking up, the young Viking felt his heart drop a little at the sight of a blue and yellow Deadly Nader and a large green Zippleback, both with familiar riders, coming up fast.

Hiccup quickly got up on his feet, in time for the dragons to land and a familiar hand to grasp right at his arm and give him a sudden and painful pull into another hand that punched his shoulder.

"Ow! Why would you do that?" he gasped, holding his new bruise as an angry blonde Viking girl glared at him.

"Where were you? You were supposed to meet us at the academy." Astrid growled, "Not only didn't you show up when the rest of us did, but now the whole island has a crisis going on with that creature escaping. You r father was worried it would come after you."

Hiccup kept his reaction as inward as possible, _so they found out already._

"Hey there's something different about your dragon." Tuffnut stated, glancing at Feather-storm's mass, "did he change color or something. Can Night Furies do that?"

Astrid glanced at the white dragoness, rolling her eyes back to Hiccup, "where is Toothless? Did you come out here on him?"

Tuffnut gave a loud laugh, "What are you talking about , he's right here isn't he?"

Ruffnut gave him a slight slap, "You moron, that's a pile of snow."

Feather-storm raised her head at this, blue eyes glared at them in narrow slits. Tuff raised his hand, "Oh look, Feather-storm's hiding under the snow, you cozy there girl?"

The dragoness rolled her eyes, shaking her head as she resumed her earlier pose, eyes once again staring out towards the island.

Hiccup winced as Astrid's next words left her mouth, "Well if Toothless isn't with you then he must be back at home. Come on Hiccup, we need to make plans in case that creature comes after you."

"Um," hiccup winced as the girl's head whisked around faster than he expected, eyes narrowed.

"I know that tone, what happened?"

Before Hiccup could answer a familiar cry filled the air in the distance, Feather-storm and Hiccup gave each other one look before she gestured for him to climb on. he didn't need a second bidding as he climbed up to sit on her shoulders, right between the wings, wrapping his arms around the base of her snake-like neck.

The dragoness opened her wings wide, Astrid realized they were going to take off, "Wait a minute what…?"

A thrust downwards, a jump from powerful slender limbs and a rush of air later, the silver was airborne, another snap of her wings and she was flying off at a speed that until that moment only Toothless had been able to achieve.

Astrid frowned, calling Storm-fly to her side and shouting to the twins to mount up, "Something's going on and we're going to find out what."

Ruff and Tuff glanced at each other as another Night Fury cry ripped the air.

"This is going to be interesting."

"You mean the good interesting or the bad kind?"

"Let's find out."

***8***

Strider struggled to remember the foot position to assist with fast flying, so far nothing was helping as she ducked another blast of red flame.

"_This would be a lot better if you would adjust the tail more quickly._" Toothless called, trying his best to adjust to the girl's clumsy tail patterns, "_Get us over the water already!_"

"Don't tell me things I already know!" the girl shouted, more frustrated than anything else at the moment, her stomach lurched as the black dragon dropped out of the way of a flying boulder, "Starved dragons, Slayer Vikings with catapults and me with only so much skill in a crippled dragon's saddle, this has turned out to be a **swell** visit, don't you think?"

Toothless ignored her sarcasm, aiming a plasma blast at one of offending catapults, "_How fast can a guise dragon fly?_"

Strider used her 'borrowed' sword to bat away a few spikes from a wild Nadder, who later screamed something unpleasant, "What makes you think Mimi is going to set foot on this island after what she's been through?"

Toothless rolled his eyes, "_and you think you know dragon speech._"

"Well I don't…." the wolf was cut short by a Gronkle tail smashing into them, cursing herself she adjusted the false fin again, "Focus, gotta focus! Got to…"

As Toothless circled around towards the sea, her eyes caught sight of a dark colored merchant robe, the kind from the foot of the mountains of her home, the long blonde hair tied neatly in a braid and decorated with a black ribbon, the hands thrust into wide sleeves, the dark eyes behind glasses that gleamed cold as that smile. In her mind's eye she saw something else.

Half a size bigger than a Fire Wing, dark grey in color as it hardened into dark black cat pawed feet, a long slender neck gracefully arched to allow a pair of icy green eyes in a horse-like head to stare up at her, a half circle pattern over his eyes stroking into swirling markings that ran down his back in a darker color, tail tipped in black as it swished back and forth methodically, and on his back, coal black with blood red rimmed feathers, though not possible those wings made her think of a black hawk splattered in the fresh blood of its last kill.

Time seemed to slow as she stared at him in his human form, watched him raise his hand to a Viking beside him holding a crossbow. Her lips trembled as her blood began to boil, "It can't be…"

Toothless' sudden veering brought her crashing down back into reality, they were in danger and they needed to get out of here fast. As she tried once more to adjust the false fin a flute like shrill reached her ears. From the corner of her eye she saw a flash of glowing green hit the ground, freezing everything it touched, followed by a burst of white lightning towards the catapults.

"Milady?"

The silver dragoness hovered over the Night Fury, allowing a scrawny boy to slide down her tail and into the saddle behind her. Strider looked at the boy in shock, "How did you convince her?"

"I didn't, Toothless called her and we came."

"Strom-fly Spine shot!" a familiar voice shouted. The werewolf turned to see a blue and yellow Spike tail with a female rider charging the offending wild dragons while a green two headed dragon with two riders assisted Mimi in fending off the attacks from the ground.

Astrid flew near the Night Fury with a smile, "You're going to have a lot of explaining to do after this."

Strider nodded, a hissing reached her ears, "LOOK OUT!"

**Dun-dun-dunnnnn! Cliff hangar!**

**this chapter was going to be longer but then i thought, too long and it'll take that much longer to post. Besides I've haven't posted for a while and this was a pretty good place to cut until next time.**

**also to those of you who have left reviews after my complaint a while back, Thanks so much for answering my pety request, especially 'Toothless is best'. your last review still makes me smile. ^ ^**

**Keep them coming and I'll get the next one posted ASAIC (As Soon As I Can)**

**Oh yes one more thing, I've recently deleted my story of Forest Fairy, and find myself wanting to post something to replace it, I'm leaning towards a song-fic or a oneshot with a character acting out a poem or scene. Any suggestions? (For this one, just PM me please)**

**Thanks for reading!**


	20. Chapter 19- Breif reunion

Hiccup barely had time to react as he was grabbed by his shirt and pulled forward, Toothless barely managed to drop out of the way as two bola flew past him, only to be caught by a third, Astrid barely had time to register what just happened as the dragon and two riders dropped out of the sky almost as fast as her heart fell into her stomach.

A snap of wings and swipe of claws and a click of metal in the stirrup, toothless was in the air again, Hiccup in control of the false fin, flying as one being once more.

Toothless looked back, realizing he was slightly lighter than before, Hiccup glanced to the ground seeing a fleeing wolf on two legs, "STRIDER!"

The wolf barked back over her shoulder, "I'm alright, just get Mimi out of here."

"What about you?"

But the wolf didn't answer, not in human tongue anyway. Instead what escaped her lips at that moment was a shrill screech that sent shivers down his spine. Hiccup watched in amazement as the wild dragons changed their objectives, flying away from the battle instead

Toothless faltered, snapping his wings to head for Feather-storm, who was staring down an Outcast with his feet frozen in ice, not realizing the ones behind her.

"Toothless, Plasma blast!"

A sure shot and the Outcasts were dodging out of the way as fast as they could. Feather-storm took advantage of that and swooped off.

"Feather-storm, where are you…?"

The dragoness gave out a flute-like shrill, sounding distressed as she landed over the arena. Toothless hovered above the scene, refusing to land, Hiccup felt his stomach churn at the sight before him.

A large guise dragon with dull yellow scales and wild red rimmed blue eyes was tearing apart a Nadder, the poor spike tailed dragon limping away with terrified shrieks as the creature attacked its wings, most of the sharp spines on its tail were missing.

Feather-storm gave a call out to the creature, but the gold barely seemed to hear her. His attention was solely on the Nadder before it, a long tongue licking at drops of blood on his jaw line.

"You like my little prize here Hiccup?"

The boy turned to see the leader of the Outcasts himself, looking down on the scene with a cold smile, "He's not ride able quite yet, but he's got the instincts of an Outcast no question about it. We've taken to calling him Fang, suits him don't it? fang the Day fury, a good opposite to your Toothless the Night Fury wouldn't you think?"

Feather-storm called out again, cries of distress as she looked for a way to reach her brother. Alvin turned to look at her with a cold smile, "So that one came back did he? we'll then two prizes are better than one I say."

A flick of the wrist and a band of men threw bolas in her direction, Hiccup didn't need to say anything for Toothless to react, blowing the offending things away with a blast of flame.

Now for the cage, another shot towards the bars at such a close range and they bent out of shape.

This time when she called the Nadder jumped for it, using tooth and talons to climb the rest of the way out and make a run for it. the gold attempted to follow, only to be met by the silver's tail across his snout. He shook his head seemingly dazed a moment, she cried out to him again, eyes gleaming in hope of recognition.

The gold's eyes showed little emotion as two different sets of sapphire blue eyes met, time slowed for them as they held in silent conversation, a plea to deaf ears.

"Hiccup, we need to get out of here," Astrid called, "Now!"

The boy knew the silver wouldn't move, not with her brother here like this; if it had been him and his father there was no way he would just leave him.

"Feather-storm, hurry up."

The dragoness reached a paw down to the gold, a smile crossing her face. The gold reacted this time, jaws snapping shut right on it. Feather-storm winced, pulling back her paw with a look of pain and confusion, the gold gripping tighter.

Toothless gave a screech and sent off another blast, hitting the gold square in the side and forcing him to let go of his grip. The silver let her paw hang, looking at him in confused shock, tears forming in her eyes.

"Feather-storm," hiccup called, seeing Outcasts coming from the sides, each with either a net, a rope or a bow in hand, "Leave him Feather-storm we have to get out of here. Feather-storm."

The Night fury whined aloud, urging for them to leave. The gold was on his feet again, tail twitching angrily, lips bared back in a snarl to show long sharp teeth. He was intent on attacking again.

"Come on, MIMIBRUNSER!" Hiccup screamed.

***8***

At the sound of her name the gold hesitated, eyes widened with a spark of emotion.

Mimibrunser? This was…Mimibrunser? His…

Feral instincts were bubbling back up again in a red haze, he fought it; knowing full well that he would hurt his sister again. His stomach churning as he recognized a metallic taste on his tongue, the sight of the silver's cat paw oozing red before him.

_By the north winds….I did that…what's…?_

Blood…the taste, the smell, where there's blood…

He thrashed himself against the wall, fighting the raw instinct that was flooding his mind.

"_m-mi…Mimi…"_

The silver perked at the sound of his voice, a smile crossing her face, "_Big brother, come out of there, come with me. we can get you out of there, take you back to the island. Get you back to yourself."_

_"Mimi…"_ his claws reached weakly for the collar at his neck, but he couldn't reach the whole thing, it was like trying to rip off a wool scarf while only able to reach one thread at a time. he shook his head again, his vision was going red, "_Mimi, run for it…I'm not myself, you need to get away from here now!"_

_"If you can't fly then change and I'll carry you." _she reached her paw down towards him again.

"_Metamorphosis doesn't work here….besides, if you don't leave they'll…"_ a wave of those instincts were rushing him now, like the tide coming in, _"He's here too…the blood wing…please run for it…"_

A loud roar escaped his lips, his teeth ached for want of a battle, eyes locking onto a white paw…

***8***

Hiccup didn't know why he had used her real name then, nor did he care afterwards, the gold had stopped itself from attacking again. The two guise were then purring to each other, the gold sounding like he was in pain. Feather-storm still reaching for him, whining desperately with wide eyes.

The Outcasts with nets at the ready were surrounding her, Hiccup adjusted the false fin, allowing for a swift dive, the Night fury letting out a shot on the would be captors of the silver as the gold roared loudly.

Hiccup whirled around to see Feather-storm had retracted her paw  
>from the bars of the enclosure, eyes wide in shock as the gold bit and clawed at her.<p>

"Feather-storm, we can't stay here."

The silver didn't seem to hear him, her sapphire eyes fixed on the dull blue of the gold as he let loose a shot of white flame, it sailed harmlessly on one side of her, but she didn't move at all.

"Feather-storm," Hiccup called louder, "If we don't get out of here now the Outcasts will take us in, and whatever they did to your brother they'll do to you too."

The white ears twitched at this, body relaxing slightly.

The boy continued, "If your both like that then you'll never get home, and you'll be at the mercy of Vikings who are everything you were lead to believe and worse. Do you want that?"

The silver looked to the boy, and the gold, seemingly torn. A cry from Toothless was the final push she needed, a snap of wings and she was in the air, Toothless close behind.

Strider could see him, smiling coldly with hands in his oversized sleeves, eyes staring straight at her, a wolf fighting to get closer to him, the uneven terrain and number of attackers however became part of the things against her in that moment.

Dragon tongue left her lips in anger, the only language she could speak alongside her snarls, _"Traitor, coward, heartless, vile creature!"_

His smile only deepened as his eyes wondered to a spot above her, her eyes followed seeing a man with black beard, scared face and spiked armor. Holding a crossbow that had already fired….

***8***

Hiccup looked back over his shoulder at Feather-storm, Astrid and her dragon flying close behind while the girl spoke to the silver.

"It's alright girl. We got away and that's all that matters."

"Astrid, where are the twins?"

The girl whirled her head around, her worry instantly relaxed after she noticed a Zippleback flying fast behind them.

"Where were you two?"

Tuff laughed aloud, "Don't you remember? We were all on Outcast island."

"Kicking Outcast but." The twins high fived with smiles on their faces.

"What happened to Strider?" Hiccup called over the wind. At this Feather-storm looked back at them worried.

"Ok I don't know who Strider is, but you should've seen Fenrir back there." Tuff jerked his thumb to the back of his dragon where Strider, still in werewolf form sat between the dragon's wings, holding her cloak tightly around herself.

The silver dropping back to rub her nose against the wolf's ears.

"It was awesome back there." Ruff beamed, "Surrounded on all sides by Outcasts and throwing them around like yesterday's trash trying to get to this weird guy in a dress."

Tuff picked it up, "Then Alvin comes out of nowhere and fires an arrow at her and he totally misses, she jumped it so high you'd think she was flying. Then she goes and lands on a high rock and looks for that dress guy, but he was nowhere to be seen."

"He just vanished like a he wasn't there. Ooooooo." Ruff waved her hands for emphasis, "And after that Barf and Belch just flew in on their own as Savage was rushing her and before he could do anything,"

"We totally set off one of the best explosions ever!"

"Yeah we did!"

The twin high fived again, beaming. Toothless set alongside the two headed Zippleback, concern written on his face, Strider's face had gone dark, like she was seething. Her whole body was shivering.

"So your Strider." Astrid called over, "Now that we have you, got anything you want to say?"

The wolf turned to Hiccup, gold eyes rimmed red, "the Outcast have a dangerous ally with them Hiccup. Someone who could endanger both our homes if not taken care of."

Hiccup frowned, not understanding, "What do you mean 'endanger both our homes'?"

The wolf shivered, her face reverting to a gold eyed girl with hound ears drooping on the side of her head, "just fly back to your island Hiccup. I'll explain when we get there."

The boy and his dragon glanced to each other, gliding ahead to take the lead. Astrid gliding up next to him, from her expression he could guess what she wanted to talk about before she even said a word.

"I know, I should've told you guys sooner." He rolled his eyes waiting for the blonde to start spitting venom.

"How long?" she said, seeming calm at the moment.

"If you mean how long she's been out, she told me she got out early this morning."

The girl frowned deeper, "so you've been with her since we started our scavenger hunt? Hiccup, she tried to kill you, I think that should cause for some caution don't you?"

"I know Astrid, but see we've been talking since then, and she's not that bad." He blushed slightly as the thought crossed his mind, "She's a little like you actually. Strong minded, not easy to convince at times…"

"She's a monster Hiccup." Astrid growled, "She dragged you to Outcast island and we just had to fight our way out of there with only four dragons. We're just lucky none of us got hurt or…"

Toothless shivered, faltering in his flight. He shook his head snorting as if trying to wake himself up, a low groan escaping his throat.

"Toothless? What's the matter?"

The black dragon's body shuddered violently causing hiccup to jolt in his seat. Strider's voice called over, "How far are we from your island?"

"Not close enough," Hiccup called back, earning another stare from Astrid, "Why? Do you know what's wrong with him?"

The werewolf's eyes narrowed, "I might have an idea, Land on the next island."

"what makes you think we're listening to you?" Astrid called icily, she turned to hiccup, "He's probably just a bit worn out, once we get back to Berk he should be fine after a long rest."

Toothless gave a loud snort, a shot of blue plasma escaped his mouth exploding in a strong spray as it hit the water below.

***8***

Strider gave a sigh while the twins gave a whoop in delight, complimenting on how much bigger that blast was compared to normal for the Night Fury.

Opening her mouth wide she let out a low roar in dragon tongue, the three other dragons heard, looking back to her and chattering in concern at her words. Strider chirruped to the Twin head who turned one of its heads to look at her much to Ruff's distress.

"_How is it you can speak our tongues._" Barf asked sounding stunned.

_"that's not important right now Left head…"_

_"My head's name is Barf, his head's name is Belch."_

_"Remember that!" _both heads hissed.

The wolf nodded, _"I'll remember Barf Belch, but listen, there's a sour sent on the wind I hadn't noticed until Night Flier Toothless flew ahead of us. We need to get to the nearest land and make sure it's not what I think it is."_

_"And just what do you think it is exactly?"_ the spike tail snorted, her tail twitching noticeably, "_my rider doesn't trust you so I see no reason why I should."_

Strider growled, "_I can explain later, but I can say this, if we don't land then the Night Flier will only get worse."_

_"my brother mentioned the blood wing." _The silver moaned, her voice laced with fear, "_Y-you don't t-think its…."_

Strider didn't have the courage to look at her right then, _"I hope I'm wrong, by all wonders in the world now and to come, I pray I'm wrong."_

The silver dragoness moaned, turning her voice to the others as Toothless let out another moan.

_"The blood wing is an outcast among my kind, if he is involved with sir Toothless's condition then we must see to it as soon as possible. so…please, where's the nearest land?"_

The dragons all chittered among themselves in low tones, the spike tail finally flapping ahead.

"Storm-fly? What's wrong?" her rider called out, surprised at the sudden change in direction.

_"My rider and I have come out this way many times before."_ she explained, "_I know the closest place, this way."_

_"Lady Mimibrunser, can you make sure the Night Flier doesn't fall?"_

The silver nodded, flying under the black dragon in a spot that made it easy for her to keep track of his flying and step in to catch him if she had too. The twin head, not wishing to be outdone chose to fly in similar stance above, one head constantly looking at the dragon in question while the other head kept an eye on their flight.

The humans all looked to each other confused. Strider sighed to herself, clutching her side under the cloak and struggling against the cold. Her own fur wasn't helping her as she was slowly reverting to human form.

_Gon,_ she hissed inwardly, _what have you been mixing now?_

**_An: so how ...hang on. TT..._TT ^ ^ That's better. anyway, so how did this chapter. I think I outdid myself a bit here. please review, and thanks for being so patient everyone. really. (also ignore the request in the AN of my last chapter I've changed my mind and I promise never to do that again)**


	21. Chapter 20- Gon's past

Meatlug was sunning herself on the beach as her rider came strolling out of the small forest. This was one of the smaller islands to be found between Berk and Outcast islands and not too far away from Dragon Island that there weren't a few Terrors flitting about.

The little things were arguing over some of the fish they had caught, reminding the plump brown dragon why she was glad to have diet of boulders more than most anything else.

"Well they aren't anywhere around here girl." Fishlegs said to her as he crossed out a section of the hand drawn map he had brought along, "So far that's five islands we've checked, between here and home and three dragons I'd say we still have two islands left to check."

Meatlug snorted a response, getting to her feet as the plump boy scratched behind her ear fin, right where it tickled the most.

"Although we could take a break, I'm sure someone's found them already."

"HEY FISHLEGS!"

The boy flinched at the sound of that voice coming out of nowhere, more out of the fact he didn't like the owner of that voice more than he was startled of it coming out of nowhere. He looked up to see a large red Nightmare coming in for a heavy landing, causing his beefy rider to jar in his seat.

The black haired rider jumped down, tripping into the sand, to the amusement of his playful dragon, and quietly to Fishlegs as well.

"I was on my way back from my end of things and saw you were playing in the sand." He said with a puffed out chest, "So since my search for Hiccup and Toothless came up empty, I assume you found something?"

Fish frowned at the new range of feigned authority Snotlout had in his voice, making him somewhat out of character, he wondered if Hook-fang had managed to throw his rider for laughs again and the poor boy had hit his head a bit harder than normal, the dent in his helmet was a bit of a clue to that.

"Err, well, Meatlug and I have searched most of the islands between here and Dragon Island, afraid we didn't find anything."

Snotlout looked at the parchment in Fish's hand, snatching it away roughly and opening it up, "Lem'me see that….Wow, your searched five islands on your own. Ha, no wonder you wanted to take a break. Of course Hook-fang and I have covered most of the north by the sea stacks and doubled back to check it twice."

Fish tried not to roll his eyes at Snot's bragging, that certainly sounded more like the Lout he was used to. At that thought he hid a smile with a sprig of hopeful thinking, "So did you find Hiccup?"

Snout's face fell, looking worried, rolling the map back up and tossing it back to the plump blonde rider while trying to recover his already lost pride, "Shut up!"

"I take that as a no," Fish muttered, turning back to his dragon, who seemed to be in conversation with Hook-fang over something, "Ok girl, let's get…"

A whistling sound reached his ears, turning his head in startled curiosity he then jumped behind his rock scaled dragon with a frightened yelp as a blast of blue purple fire slammed into the beach, sending a shower of sand and dust in every direction. Fishlegs peered out cautiously, looking to see what had caused that blast, surely not Toothless; it was much bigger than one of his plasma blasts.

"TOOOTHLEEEEEEESS!"

Fish ducked again as a streak of black crashed into the sand, sending another gravel shower to cover the area again, and partly burry Snotlout, who had heard the blast from before and come running to see what was up. He could be seen now spitting out sand and rubbing at his eyes, muttering under his breath.

Fish peeked out again seeing a familiar black dragon with a false tail fin and harness saddle. Whooping in joy as he saw Hiccup getting up from all the sand.

"Hiccup, we were so worried, big news, that she wolf creature…"

"Escaped, I know already Fishlegs."

Fish looked at him in surprise for a brief second as his friend brushed some of the sand off and went to take a closer look at Toothless.

"How could you already know…unless, she found you and attacked you didn't she?"

A flapping of wings and the familiar thump of dragons landing was heard behind him as he said this, as Hiccup denied such a thing happening, a white horse like head streaked past to nuzzle Toothless.

"Hey Feather-storm," Fish reached out to touch her dusted white scales, noticing smudges of soot. Astrid and Storm-fly came up behind the silver, all eyes on Toothless lying still, including Snotlout who had finally managed to keep one of his eyes open.

"Hey, what's wrong with your dragon?"

Fish noticed too, the Night Fury was breathing heavily as if he had been flying nonstop for days instead of a few mere hours. Hiccup's face lined with worry as he explained, "He's been like this since we left Outcast Island."

"OUTCAST ISLAND?" Fish yelped, lowering his voice, "What were you doing there?"

"Get back from him!" a commanding voice called, Fish and Snotlout turned in surprise to the new comer hopping off the back of Barf/Belch's back before the twins could get out of their saddles. The dragons all backed away from the Night fury slowly, Feather-storm the most reluctant, as the tall brown haired girl wrapped in dark cloak knelt beside the dragon's head for a closer look.

"Who is that!?" Snotlout shouted, "Please don't tell me you rescued her from Alvin, and tell me she's not interested in one of you two."

He pointed to Hiccup and Tuffnut, the later however was more concerned with his best friend's health, watching as the girl touched the black scaly nose and ran her fingers across his hide carefully. Tuffnut looked at Snotlout with arms crossed, "And what if she is? Me and Belch saved her after all."

Ruff slapped the back of her brother's head, "Two heads on the same dragon, _we_ saved her."

Tuff nodded, "Oh yeah, so that means she's ours…right?"

Ruff's face went blank, "Say what now?"

"Quiet," the girl's voice had a harder edge than before as she worked, "I need to focus."

Feather-storm moaned, Astrid rolled her eyes, turning to tend to her dragon. Fish leaned in closely, watching her hands run quickly and carefully over the dark scales around the dragon's ear fins and eyes, easily slipping one open to reveal the emerald cat like orb underneath moving under the chin and to the other eye.

"So what are you doing?" Fish whispered, the girl didn't answer, moving to the dragon's mouth and inspecting his tongue, "Is he sick? Do you know what's wrong with him?"

"I don't think she knows." Snotlout whispered.

"I don't even know what she's doing." Ruff hissed.

"Why are we whispering?" Tuff said in hushed voice.

"BACK UP!" the girl called, so suddenly that everyone jumped to do so, just as a shot left Toothless's mouth for the trees, causing a huge explosion. The twins gave out a few ooos and ahs as if they were at a light show.

The girl frowned returning to the dragon's head as he tried getting up, groaning loudly.

"Easy now Night Flier, everything will be alright." she cooed soothingly, her hands slipping towards the dark neck, a smile crossing her lips, "You'll be alright now."

Toothless's eyes narrowed, his whole body shook violently, moaning as if hurting. Hiccup touched his dragon's nose worried, "His body feels like a nest of fire worms, it's too hot for him."

"But dragons can take the heat right?" Tuff whispered, both twins looking at Hook-fang then to each other and shrugged.

The girl made a swift motion, pulling something from the dragon with a loud snap. Toothless shivered again, collapsing onto the sand and breathing heavily. All eyes gazed at a thick lumpy collar made of cloth dyed so dark it almost looked like it was a part of the Night Fury.

Feather-storm backed off with a hiss of alarm, the other dragons did the same, unsure of what was going on. The humans however leaned closer for a better look, even Astrid wanted to see what this thing was. None of them seemed to care that her hand was now holding the thing with wolf claws.

"Strider," Hiccup's voice shook, something about this object didn't feel right, though it was obviously regular cloth, something about it felt…cold…forbidding…even poisonous, "What is that thing?"

The werewolf drew her arms back, tossing the thing out into the ocean to where you could barely hear when it splashed. Ten pairs of eyes, half to humans half to dragons, all watched it arch into the water, and were silent as the werewolf turned to look at Toothless.

"So…." Snotlout pointed towards the water, "What _was_ that?"

"A drug, we used to call them spell collars back in Ryu haven." Strider explained, slowly, her hands stroking the black dragon's neck carefully as she spoke, eyes never leaving her work.

"Spell collars?" Fish piped up fearfully, "As in magic, as in witches?"

At this the twins smiled to each other, excited about the idea of taking on a witch. Strider however dashed their hopes instantly.

"Witches don't exist. Not real ones casting hexes and such anyway."

"Oh yeah?" Snotlout crossed his arms, standing up taller, "then why do you call them spell collars?"

The werewolf's eyes glared at him darkly, fangs peeking out from under her lips. Snotlout took a nervous step back, tripping over something as he did and scooting to hide behind his Nightmare, who looked at him like he was being childish. Well…more than usual.

Strider went back to examining Toothless, "the spell collars are called such because of the one who named them, and created them in the first place."

Hiccup nodded, tearing his eyes away from his best friend for only a moment, "Back there you said something about a threat to both of our homes? Someone you saw on Outcast Island?"

The werewolf sighed heavily, Feather-storm shuffled in the sand whimpering as her wings drooped.

"I suppose I could start from the beginning," the werewolf sighed, "Hiccup, you remember me telling you about how one color guise dragons are rare, and Mimi's parents, how when she was born they had a scare?"

Hiccup nodded slowly.

Mimi shivered again, settling down in the sand. The werewolf continued, "You see, the night she hatched, a crisis occurred with attacks by rouge dragons. They came out of nowhere attacking anyone in their sight, even each other without hesitation or resolve. The ones who still remember that night say they can still hear the screams in their sleep. Cries of dragons fighting for their lives against their own turned to mindless monsters."

She paused here, letting this sink into the children's minds. They all listened intently, even the twins were silent, leaning forward to hear more. Their dragons all simply looked at each other silently. Strider continued.

"Mimi's parents are…very important dragons in the Haven, as such they have a responsibility to protect it. That night they both went out to stop the carnage as quickly as possible. While all this was happening, several eggs were being kidnapped, including Mimi.

"Nobody knows what they intended to do with those eggs if they had gotten out of the valley, or even how involved they were with the attack. All anyone knows is their plan backfired when a rouge dragon under the collar's influence attacked the thieves as well. Each of them were killed and several of the eggs were eaten or destroyed by their killer."

The Viking kids all looked to the silver, her ears drooped and she gave heavy sigh.

"Wow, just…wow." Tuff lowered his voice, "So her egg was eaten? That's so sad."

Feather-storm gave a low growl, sounding annoyed, Ruff gave her brother a smack on the back of the head.

"Idiot, if her egg was eaten she wouldn't be here."

Tuff nodded, "Good point. Ok so then what happened, did you save her?"

Strider shook her head, "Yiggs did, her older brother."

"The gold we saw on the island." Hiccup recalled the creature's reaction to the silver's real name and how pained she looked when he attacked her. Even now she looked glum.

Strider nodded, "In dragon years would be younger than you are now, taking his first official flight to save a clutch of eggs from a rouge dragon. Can you imagine being able to drive back a creature three times your size at a time like that, with the lives of future generations yet to hatch in your hands.

"That's how it started. After the rouges were stopped the guise found they all had collars on. None knew anything about them, they just found it strange that so many dragons were wearing them, and that several of them claimed unable to remember anything that had happened once those vile things were taken off. The king of the Guise, Lord Qui the bright, headed the investigation himself alongside one of his most talented and trusted commanders, but after months of nothing the commander convinced the king that perhaps it was a simple raid gone wrong."

"Wait a minute! Something I'm not getting here, "Snotlout interrupted, "a dragon king? Dragons don't have kings."

Fishlegs however had another opinion, "Actually if you recall the time Hook-fang's flame almost went out for good; while trying to get jelly from that nest of fire-worm dragons we found that huge one who was obviously the _queen_. And if you recall there are times one in a group of dragons will assume a leadership of sorts depending on…"

"Ok, ok I get it." Snot held his hands up, motioning for Strider to continue, "So you going to tell us about how you met the leader or what?"

The werewolf shook her head, "Not important right now. And I'm trying to get to the point of the story here so no more interruptions please.

"Anyway, not long afterwards I came to the Haven and it happened again, more viciously than the first time dragons went rouge and attacked. This time however it was for certain the collars were responsible, the problem was who made them? The prince was the one who found the answer that time, and it nearly caused the Haven to fall apart."

Strider became silent, shivering as if angered by her own memory, the teens leaned in closer waiting. The girl's form became more wolf like as she continued.

"The king's commander was a brilliant dragon, one of the top fliers in the patrol, a gifted healer, and one of the few guise dragons that could use his wings as weapons in the sky."

"Aw, come on!" Snotlout threw his hands into the air, "Why are we hearing about the commander dragon all of a sudden? What's this got to do with those collars? I thought you said this was important."

Astrid nodded in agreement, "I have to say I'm not seeing a reason for that kind of change in the story here."

Strider shivered, her ears and paws very much that of a wolf, fangs bared and growling as she continued, "the commander was a brilliant dragon, a gifted healer…and his betrayal nearly cost us everything. Mimi's family, the Haven itself, everything the Guise did to keep make their home what it is for three hundred years.

"The former commander of the guise dragon's patrol, a traitor to the valley, pursued and believed dead for thirteen years…I saw him on the island, Blood wing, that's what we call him now, just the Blood wing."

***8***

Gon looked out over the ocean from a high rock, beads of sweat on his face as he gasped in mouthfuls of air. He saw wild dragons flying overhead, fishing for food most likely. He growled, longing to feel his own fangs in his mouth again, not these petty human teeth. To move his own limbs and soar on his own dark wings; but he was sure something was preventing his change from happening. But why? And how?

He closed his eyes again, feeling the familiar tickle of his wings. Behind him the faded form of feathers could be seen like so many times before, but just like before, the strain became too much and the ghostly wings vanished.

With a cry of frustration he pounded the earth, "tyrant's fire, why isn't it working? Why can't I change?! Why am I still a pathetic human!? WHY?"

The only ones who heard his screams of anger were birds, and few outcasts going about their work. None of them cared.
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	22. Chapter 21- What next?

Stoic stretched stiff muscles, leaning back in his chair. The fire in the center of the room crackling cheerfully, spreading a welcome feeling as he put his feet up off the floor, beside him was the large axe he had been sharpening to perfection.

As he enjoyed the flames he closed his eyes in content, only to have his peace broken by a large metal pot being placed on the hook over the flames with a loud clang. His eyes snapped open, glaring at the figure responsible.

"I would think you'd be asleep by now." he said darkly, "Or do monsters like you not need it?"

The figure was indeed the werewolf girl, through a lot of reasoning by his son's whole academy of dragon riders, the chieftain reluctantly allowed her to stay out of the prison cells under strict watch. He still didn't trust her by a long shot; if he could throw something off the face of the earth he would probably start with the thing that tried to kill his son not too long ago.

Even wearing a homespun shirt, tying her hair back in scarf and borrowing one of Hiccup's forge aprons, he could still see the armored hound that had been locked up in a cell and escaped just two days ago. Now she was in his house, playing nursemaid to the unconscious Night Fury upstairs.

The werewolf ignored him, picking up a bucket of water and pouring some of it into the pot until the herbs already inside were submerged. She stirred them a while until she was satisfied and sat on the nearest bench, back leaning against the wall behind her with a heavy sigh.

She wiped her brow with the back of her hand before reaching to toss a small log onto the flames.

"Shouldn't you be getting some rest, Chief Stoic?" she asked calmly.

The chieftain huffed, "I don't sleep when there are monsters around."

"Neither do I"

The chieftain grunted, shifting in his seat a bit, glancing up the stairway.

"He fell asleep a little while ago," the girl said, "Right at his friend's side and refusing to leave."

She smiled as she wrapped a length of cloth around her hand, "He's a good boy that one, heart of fire as we would say in Ryu Haven. He'll be great one day."

Stoic nodded reluctantly, "He's was always different."

"That's all the better; if everyone was the same things would never change." She began to stir the pot again, a subtle scent was filling the room as the pot began to boil, "And what good would that do if things never changed?"

"I suppose that's true, without hiccup I never would've imagined we'd be living side by side with dragons. Or that someone like you would be in my house like this."

Strider looked up from scooping some of the now green liquid out of the pot to cool, a smile on her face, "Neither did I."

They were silent as she finished transferring the pot's liquid content and moved the pot off the flames, she then took the bucket and headed upstairs, "Good night Chief Stoic, don't stay up too late."

The burly chieftain just grunted in response.

****8****

Hiccup's eyes were trying to close by themselves, stifling a large yawn he continued to scribble in the several parchments papers on his desk. Behind him he could was Toothless lying on the stone slab that served as his bed, covered with several spare blankets and with a sleeping silver haired girl beside him, Feather-storm in her human form, injured hand wrapped loosely in red stained cloth and herbs.

The sound of approaching footsteps alerted him, he relaxed as Strider came up, swinging a bucket in her hands. She placed the thing down near the two dragons and placed her hands on her hips.

"I thought you were asleep. Shouldn't you get some rest?"

Hiccup sighed, turning back to his desk, "Shouldn't you be worried about if my dad sees Feather-storm?"

Her eyes leapt to see the girl sleeping soundly beside Toothless.

"When did she get here?"

Hiccup pointed to the latched window in the slanted ceiling, just big enough for a Night fury to slip through, "She came in while you went to make more of that medicine for Toothless. Been in human form the whole time."

Strider sighed, moving one of the blankets closer around the sleeping girl and inspecting the bandaging, "I guess she's had a hard day, finding out your older brother is losing his mind because of a traitor thought to be dead. I can only imagine how much pain that could be causing her. The good thing seems to be the bite her brother gave her won't last much longer."

Hiccup didn't answer, instead dipping ink and scribbling on paper. He flinched as the werewolf was suddenly over his shoulder, peering at his work.

"Those are Guise dragons right? Are you adding them to that book of yours?"

Hiccup shook his head, "these are something else. I wanted to make a new training course that will include Feather-storm."

"Which explains these map looking blotches." strider frowned, holding up one that looked a lot like the Outcast compound, "You're not planning what I think you are, are you?"

"It's her brother, held by Alvin the Traitorous and a Traitor of your home. We can't ignore that."

The werewolf said nothing, looking over the maps again, "Any idea where you what kind of training you want to work on?"

Hiccup shook his head, not looking up, "I only know so much about the Guise dragons, from what I've seen with Feather-storm, they're agile fliers like a Night Fury, fast like them too, they have amazing jaw strength like a boulder class, they can breathe more than just fire, not something I've ever seen before, and I'm hoping Alvin doesn't know about it, but they can take on human form, which also means they're incredibly intelligent."

Strider nodded, pulling a chair over and sitting in it backwards, "Considering how long she's been on this island I'm not surprised you noticed all that. Unfortunately there's more.

"True all dragons can breathe some element, Fire, water, sound in the sea shouter's case, but those are the dragons around here, there are others. It's also true that Guise dragons can breathe more than one of these elements, but that's where things get tricky for us."

Hiccup looked to her, sighing, "Every dragon has weaknesses, I figure if we can learn more about Feather-storm we might have a fighting chance if Alvin manages to ride that gold."

"Wouldn't it be easier to ask in her human form? Then again you and I are the only ones on the island she trusts with that being possible."

Hiccup rubbed at his eyes, leaving ink all over his face. Strider tried hard not to laugh as she saw one smudge that looked like a rabbit's head, "Which is why we're going to learn the old fashioned way. I'm adding her to our academy tomorrow, and you'll be her rider."

The werewolf frowned, "that's it?"

"Unless you want to let Feather-storm explain what you can't, I doubt the…."this time he couldn't stop himself from yawning, he shook his head hard trying to stay awake, "that they trusted you with everything."

Strider stood up, pulling the boy's chair away from the desk and turning it around, looking him in the eye, "No, not everything, but enough to help. And it's no good telling you when you're about to nod off, so we can start in the morning."

Hiccup shook his head, "Gotta figure out…"

"Things in the morning." Strider insisted, putting a hand on his shoulder, "If you don't I can make sure you do. If you're this far out of it a hatchling couldn't fall asleep faster than you."

Hiccup frowned, he remembered her saying she used to look after Guise dragon chicks; he wondered if that also meant she knew how to put them down for a nap. But he wasn't a dragon chick, or a small child. He just needed to finish planning for tomorrow. He turned back to his desk, "Just let me…"

Strider picked him up easily, pulling him to the bed. A soft, lulling voice escaping her lips,

*"There little bird, in the orange sky

Over the silver peaks, so high

Where do you wonder, where do you roam

And when will you come home?

Oh when will you come home?

Oh little bird, where will you fly?

Above the world as time passes by,

Can't I come with you? Can't you just stay?

Or doesn't it work that way?

Oh doesn't it work that way?

Oh little bird, your far away,

Perhaps somewhere it's night or else its day,

So I shall stay here, I shall not mourn,

And hope for the day you'll return,

And hope for the day you'll return."

Hiccup felt his whole world floating away, ears ringing with a simple lullaby, "I didn't know you could sing…."

With that all Strider had to do was tuck him in.

"I never thought I'd be singing a stubborn Viking to sleep."

****8****

The next day the academy students were checking saddle bags and tacking up their dragons, expecting an all-day training trip planned by Hiccup. They knew their top rider would never just sit still after what he had seen happening on Outcast island, especially Astrid.

As she tightened the straps to Storm-fly's saddle bags she glanced up at the sky towards the village. No sign of the dragon trainer and his night fury yet, and it was getting late. Just where was he?

"Hiccup's late," Snotlout voiced the obvious as he slouched in his dragon's back chewing on breakfast, "Where is he?"

Tuff gave a snort, "At home, probably packing for the big trip today. Hey Ruff, have you seen my…"

Clank! A spiked club with metal grip hit him on top of his head, causing him to falter, he picked it up, shaking his head, "Nope that's not it."

Ruff looked at him questioningly from her seat on Barf's head, "Are you sure? it's the one you always place in that ridiculous shrine of yours."

Tuff sighed, "Alas she must stay at home so I hid her away. this one's a regular ol' club I was talking about that good luck charm."

Ruff's eyes brightened as she reached into the satchel on her side, pulling out a pouch and tossing it down to land squarely in Tuff's eye, hard.

With a yelp he placed it in his own satchel and thanked her, rubbing at his eye, "I think I'm blind! Oh no wait, I'm ok."

"Too bad," his sister called down, "you'd look good with a an eye-patch."

Tuff looked as if he was considering this, "I would wouldn't I?"

A shadow streaked across the pen, followed by a loud shrill like a flute and a flutter of large wings. Everyone looked up to see the silver white dragoness come in for a graceful landing, followed by a very happy looking…

"Toothless!" everyone, dragon and rider alike came crowding around the Night Fury and his rider, happy to see the dragon back to his old self again.

"He was up and ready for flying like always," hiccup beamed, "that's actually why were late, we've been flying all morning."

"And now were all packed and ready to go." All heads turned to see Strider sitting just between Feather-storm's wings, holding several bundles in place expertly, "Be warned we're going to be out for a whole day, I've got something special in mind for you lot."

Hiccup whirled around to face her, holding up his hands, "Whoa, Wait a minute, who said anything about you taking us anywhere?"

"How far did you get in your plans to make you think you'll actually have a chance against a brainwashed guise and a blood thirsty rider?" Strider didn't give him the chance to say anything, "the answer is, not far enough. Problem is you couldn't think of a formation that would work if it comes to that in the first place. Because one; the only other riders you've ever faced before are the ones right here in your academy. Two; you have no clue what kind of flying Yiggs is going to pull on you, under a rider's control or not especially since you've never seen Mimi fly much faster than what, one race? And injured at the time I'll remind you.

"how does she know that?" tuff whispered, "Is that another monster thing?"

Ruff slapped the back of his head. Strider kept her eyes fixed on the one legged misfit of a Viking, "besides, you have someone here who does know a thing or two about the guise, so why not?"

Hiccup took a moment to consider this, Toothless nudging him in the arm and looked him in the eye. A familiar look the young rider recognized as saying, please.

"Hang on!" Snotlout strode up to the wolf, jabbing a finger to her shoulder, "Sure you've spent a lot of time around dragons, so you say. But knowing which end of the spear to point at your opponent is not the same as fighting with one. In fact I don't think you can do _anything_ on a dragon that _we_ can my friend."

"**I am not your friend**." The wolf growled, her voice suddenly getting a good deal deeper, "**As far as I'm concerned your one of the few I still need to keep my eyes on Booger brain**."

The twins gave a large guffaw at that, going silent as the wolf gave a glare their way. With a cough she continued in a normal voice, "Any way, the fact remains that you lot need new tricks if you're going to help us."

"Us?" Snotlout snorted, "Whose us exactly?"

"Me and Lady Mimibrunser." Strider swept a hand like paw towards the silver dragoness while giving a curt bow in the same direction respectfully. The silver dragoness opened her wings, holding herself up regally while making several chirrups in a pleading manner. The other dragons all seemed to consider something among themselves before opening wings and standing in wait for their riders to climb aboard.

"What are they all doing?" fish asked nervously.

"seems they've agreed to help."

Feather-storm purred, bowing her head till it almost touched the ground, nodding to Strider. With a nod the wolf climbed up to sit between the silver's wings.

With that she turned to the rest of them, "Now how about the rest of you?"

The teens looked to each other hesitantly, accept for fish and hiccup how were already mounting up.

"What are you two doing?" Astrid hissed.

Hiccup shrugged, "She has a point, she does know more about fighting while flying."

"Don't forget she can understand dragons," Fish put in, giving a small squeal, "This is going to be like learning directly from the real thing. A dragon teaching us about flying. I'm so excited!"

The twins glanced at eachother one more time, "RACE YOU! ARGH!"

Ruff smacked her brother and rushed to her dragon's head, Tuff staggered to his feet and followed suit, "Thanks, I hate it when we talk like that."

"what are you guys waiting for?" Ruff called down.

Snotlout crossed his arms, "I don't care what you guys think, there is no way Alvin can even get on a dragon. And even if he does we've been on them for so long we can fly circles around him."

The twins looked to each other again.

"should we get down?" Ruff asked, Tuff just shrugged.

Strider chuckled softly, "You really think you and Fire-wing Hookfang can outfly a brainwashed Guise."

Snotlout puffed up a little more, a Cheshire grin covering his face, "I don't think Wolfe, I know."

"Then you won't mind a little competition." Strider purred, "Of course we have to get to our destination first."

The burly boy's eyes widened a bit, "competition? Just you and me?"

The wolf nodded, "If I win you …"

"Oh no you don't!" Snotlout stormed towards his dragon with the biggest devilish smile on his face ever, "I'm coming along so you can lose hard, then I have a few things in mind for you."

With that he hoped up onto his dragon's head and gave the wolf a thumb's down, "you are going down dog!"

The Strider just smiled, turning to the blonde still on the course, "If you still don't trust me I won't force you. still, it can't hurt to learn something new can it?"

Astrid glared daggers at the wolf girl, reluctantly mounting her Nadder, "I'll come, but mark my words wolf, you do or say anything that convinces me your up to something, and I'll take care of you myself. Count on that."

Strider smiled, "So long as it gives you a reason to learn something new."

With that, six dragons took to the air, following the silver white dragoness out over the open sea.
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	23. Chapter 22- catpture the flag

Strider laid back on the silver's neck, looking like she was asleep, Mimi practically laying on an upward current, gliding comfortably. She sighed as she saw the Snotlout down below hurrying to get the supplies off of his dragon's back and into the air.

"_Are we sure about this?_" she asked, "_the Fire wing might be fine, but with a rider to worry about…"_

"Hey now don't worry." The werewolf spoke gently, glancing down on the beach, "Just as with you and me, that boy will have learned something about staying on a dragon's back. The issue at paw for him however, at least in this competition is going to be how _well_ he can do that and somehow I don't think that saddle will give him any added help."

The silver nodded, moving to hover lower to the ground, _"__So…I've noticed you've been opening up to Hiccup lately."_

"Only for what he needs to know" the wolf interjected, sounding cross, "The kid caught my eye as being different, mentally I mean the physical part of him is obvious, and how else was I going to get him to play along?"

The silver frowned, "_Using the truth as a manipulator? That doesn't make any sense."_

"Neither does most of their beliefs, I mean Loki's wolf child? Fenrir was a guy for crying out loud. Even if these guys don't know what I am…"

_"__Yeah, werewolves are such a 'well-loved' race in stories after all." _Mimi seemed to sneer, "_particularly the part about biting and full moons…"_

"Those are myths and you know it. and luckily not everyone believes those stories last I checked." Strider sighed, "At least not dragons…like your brother…"

Mimi didn't say anything after that, what could she say after all? The sight of her brother, Yiggs the gold, in that cage losing his mind to something so small as a collar had taken a toll on the wolf girl as well.

It hurt her to think of what Yggdrasil might become if they didn't get him out of there, and soon. It might've been possible to take him if he had just…changed…

Mimi turned back to the wolf hesitantly, _"__Koro…there's something I need to…"_

"Hold that thought my lady, it looks like he's finally off the ground."

Sure enough the Flame-wing was in the air, shooting upwards to hover next to them. both dragon and rider looked eager to get things started.

"Alright Mutt, Hookfang and I are ready to take. You. down." The young rider held out his arm in a thumbs down, "Just you wait, I'll show you how to really fly as I win this race."

"Who said anything about a race, **Viking?**" the werewolf crossed her arms, having opted to stand on the silver's back just between the shoulder blades, looking as comfortable as though she was standing on the ground, "I only recall suggesting a completion, the wages of which you never let me say."

"Well a race will show us who the better flyer is, so let's…"

"Capture the flag."

Snotlout looked at her puzzled, "Capture what…?"

"the flag," she held up a long piece of dark green fabric smiling slyly, "Or in this case, capture the cape. Now normally this game would have both of us wearing a banner or flag as we try to take the other while protecting ours. But since there are dragons involved and capturing your flag would be too easy, we'll have to adjust."

"Easy?!" Snot scoffed, "You won't be able to get near us with our fancy flying."

The wolf continued as if she hadn't heard him, proceeding to fold the garment and tie it around the silver dragon's neck, being careful as she did so, "I'm tying it so all it takes is one good tug. All you have to do is grab it. and if by some fluke or miracle you **_do_** win, you can do whatever you want with your time here. along with something else you have in mind?"

Snotlout, for once, didn't need a translator for that, "If I win, you have to be my personal slave for the rest of the week."

The silver rolled her eyes, below she could see the others had heard his stakes in this. Hard not to since he had just shouted it.

The werewolf however was smiling, "And when I win, you have to do whatever I want you to, without question, or complaint until we get back to Berk, **_with_** Yggdrasil the gold. Sound fair?"

"whatever, let's get this over with."

Strider smiled, raising her voice so the teens below could hear, "game is over when the shadow of the forest touches the sea, that should be a good thirty minutes at this time of day I think. You sure you don't want to back out of this? With the wager you just agreed to and your skill you could be doing a lot for a while you know."

Snotlout grinned, "Shut up and get ready to taste…"

Hook fang took off with a snap of his wings, practically diving for the fabric around the silver's neck. Snotlout reached out his hand, feeling a softness brush his fingers, his hand closed, hook fang barreled around, sitting in a hover again, and looking up expectantly at his rider. Snotlout looked at his hand, then to where the silver should be. Gone.

"…defeat?"

A flute like cry reached his ear from below, he turned in time to see a flash of white snap her wings for a swift climb upwards, twisting behind the flame wing easily and lazily hovering for a brief moment. the werewolf on her back standing with ease, smiling like a child.

"We'll try not to lose you for too long, Hallow head."

Another snap and the silver was climbing at an angle, catching an updraft as she went. Hook-fang, not wasting any time, gave a snap of his own wings and raced after her.

Strider smiled as she looked behind her, "well they can keep up with us to some degree. How about we kick it up a notch?"

The silver smiled, heading higher, "_I haven't done some acrobatics in a while."_

Strider's smile grew larger.

***8***

Snotlout's grin grew wider, "That's is boy, we're catching up. Just a little more and we're golden."

Feather-storm looked back at them a moment, her tail almost tickling the Nightmare's nose. With a snort the silver banked left, rising as she did steadily higher. The island blow looking like a handful of sand in the vast blue.

Hook-fang banked after her, both him and his rider grinning gleefully.

"If this is the best she's got then this is too…"

The wings snapped up one more time before tucking against her body, with an arc she sailed straight downwards like a long white stone. Strider standing sideways on her back with knees bent, a shrill whoop escaping the werewolf's throat.

Snotlout groaned, "Like a dive would throw us off. Come on Hookfang."

The nightmare leapt to it, pulling in his wings to chase after her. again they seemed to catch up to the silver and her werewolf rider. But things are not always so easy.

Feather-storm's wings opened partway, she twisted away, veering sharply to the left, then the right, flowing motions like an eel in water as she rose and fell out of the Nightmare's reach.

Hookfang, flapped about, eyes darting to keep up, he was starting to lose ground. Snotlout's teeth began to grind, "Come on Hook-fang, we got this."

"Got what now?"

With a start snot looked up to see Strider, seeming to stand upside-down on the silver's back as they snaked around them then back under and away. Feather-storm's wings gave a lazy flap as she arced over them one more time before twisting away.

Snot's grip in his dragon's horns tightened, she was literally flying circles around them, within reach. He could take that fro Astrid, and let it slide somewhat with Hiccup, but there was **no ****way**, he was going to let this…creature out ride him.

"Hook-fang, Up!"

The dragon looked to his rider confused; obeying after the boy gave a tug to his horns. With swift strokes they began to climb once more.

***8***

Strider looked on, her eyes narrowing, "what's he up to you think?"

"_I think the sun should move a little faster, we should be training the others to rescue by brother."_

Strider sighed, tapping the dragon carefully with her foot, "Hey now, I'm as worried as you are. And I'm even less excited about asking Vikings of all people for help. But after what we saw on that island it's clear the two of us alone won't be enough. Bear with me for a little longer alright?"

The silver groaned, ears flattening against her head and neck, saying nothing.

Strider sighed again, ears perked to a low whistling, "He's trying to dive for it."

"_I can hear too hound." _Mimi huffed, twisting away as a huge mass of red came onto them. However instead of passing them by, he stopped midflight and slammed his wings in their direction. A blast of warm air slammed into them, causing them to falter.

"Wahoo, quick before they recover."

Strider felt her heart racing, that little trick had nearly caused her to fall off. Good thing she thought to drop onto Mimi's neck and grip with her knees. Meanwhile Mimi's wings flapped about to regain balance.

_Never would've pegged him to think of something so smart, _ the werewolf thought to herself. With a sudden change in the current even the most experienced flier would falter trying to regain their control. Those who panic were the worst, as such this tactic was somewhat brilliant on the young bucket brain's part. However he still didn't seem to grasp that he didn't know a few things about the guise dragons.

Strider smiled to herself, already Mimi was raising her tail and bringing her wings forward.

***8***

Snotlout gave a whoop of joy. Yes it worked, that sudden blast had them tripping on air, now Hook-fang could fly in close and that cloak would be as good as nabbed. They inched in from above closer, closer, at this rate even if they recovered the silver wouldn't be able to fly away in time, _I win you dog!_

The silver's wings and tail moved at the same time, wings lurching forwards, tail cracking like a whip in the air. The silver shot forwards straight and swift as an arrow, right out of reach, leaving the young Viking speechless.

"what…?"

Hook-fang lurched in surprise, his rider getting thrown off in the process with a scream. The dragon hovered there for about three seconds before realizing no one was in the saddle.

***8***

Gon stood on the cliff face again, the wind whiping around him as his mind returned to the sight of that hound.

"Devil girl." He hissed.

"Who are you talking about?"

Gon didn't bother turning around, that voice was all too familiar for his tastes by now.

"That wolf from the other day, the one that flew off with the dragoness."

Savage moved to stand behind the man, looking out to the sea with a smile, "Ah yes, _that _one. You said you two had crossed paths before."

Gon's face became darker, "Filthy creature, winning over the king like that, and the queen. That disgusting filth made herself right at home in our territory and look at the influence she caused."

Savage didn't question it, Gon had fallen into a habit of rambling like this from time to time, always about a king of his homeland and how his plans were thrown into disarray. He never spoke of what those plans had been, or what kind of place his home was. all anyone seemed to grasp from his mutterings is that the forgiener had tried to make his country stronger and was betrayed. And part of the reason was because of a young wench who seemed to have high favor with the king and his family. However until yesterday Savage would never have imagined that same girl would end up coming after the Day fury, let alone turn out to be a dragon riding, weapon wielding, golden eyed wolf.

"Let me ask you, are there more like her where you're from?"

Gon sighed heavily, "thankfully not, I shudder to think what more like her could do to this world. let alone the Haven."

"Haven?"

Gon turned towards the barracks, folding his hands into his sleeves, "How's that mildew doing down in the lower levels? His dragons don't seem too well."

Savage flinched at this, "How did you know about…?"

"Several of my herbs have gone missing, and the idiot I tasked with helping me sort everything has been absent from my sight for two days now. what else could that bumbler be up too?"

Savage shrugged, "Well…I hear they've been made the same way, but the results are a bit…tricky."

"Is that so?" Gon huffed, "Then perhaps you should tell him to stop playing with things he doesn't understand, otherwise, Mr. Treacherous isn't going to have much of a collection in those cells."

Savage sighed, "that's not too easy…"

"If he doesn't listen, just tell Alvin. I'm sure the brute can handle an aged buffoon like Mildew."
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	24. Chapter 23

It was late evening as the group settled in for dinner, Snotlout fuming over his loss as he barely watched his meal roasting. Strider being his opposite in this case as she happily watched a large skewered fish roasting over the flame while in hound form, fidgeting from paw to paw, tail wagging wildly, and ears moving up and down as if they couldn't make up their mind.

"Is it done yet?" she nearly squealed.

"Not any more done than when you asked the last time." Hiccup responded as he slapped her reaching paw away, "and it won't cook any faster if you keep asking every ten seconds."

The werewolf went limp, her tail and ears the only things still moving.

"I can't help it," She whined, "its cod, _Icelandic_ _cod_! Do you have any idea how hard it is to wait with that thing's smell filling your nose? I'll go mad before its ready."

Astrid leaned in closer to Hiccup, her voice low, "Is Icelandic cod really that hard to come by where she's from?"

"Apparently so, if they try going after it they end up sailing to close to Viking territory for their liking." Hiccup whispered back. Astrid nodded as if she understood; after all she had heard Strider's dislike of Vikings plenty of times during her stay here.

"Kinda weird seeing her like this," Ruff said aloud, "who gets worked up so much over a fish?"

She looked to her twin, seeing him eye his own roasting fish eagerly, "Come on, cook faster you little morsel, I'm hungry!"

"So close," Snotlout grumbled, "I was so close to catching that cloak. If we could just go a little longer I could've won it all."

Strider's tail wagged a little faster, "So how about now?"

Hiccup sighed, "How about you try thinking of something else until the food's ready."

Strider sat up, gold hound eyes narrowing as she pointed to her nose, "With a nose like mine, are you kidding me?"

The scrawny boy shrugged, "Hey if you're not up to it…"

At the sound of the hound's low growling, Fishlegs intervened, "What was that move you and Feather-storm pulled on Snotlout? It was like a…cracking of thunder and then **whoosh** you were shooting forward like an arrow."

"It's called 'cracking the whip'," Strider said simply, "It's something the younger guise dragons use when they play mid-air tag. Older dragons would use it a bit differently. Escape tactic was one."

"Can any dragon use it?" Ruff asked hopefully.

Strider thought a moment, "I don't think so, I know every Guise I've ever met can do it to some degree, I've seen a razor-wing try it once, but that didn't end well."

"A what?"

"I think that's a Timberjack," Hiccup offered.

"So are we going to learn it?" Fish piped up, his face falling when the werewolf shook her head.

"To each their own specialty," her eyes turning towards the fish again, tail thumping against the ground steadily, "Is it done yet?"

Toothless gave a grunt, rolling his eyes. The werewolf looked to him, ears going flat against her head, "Don't blow a lung, I'm hungry here."

The black dragon growled again, turning back to lie in the warm sand. Strider rolled her eyes.

"It's not an addiction, I just like cod." Her eyes gazed on the fish cooking over the flame, "big, juicy, light flavor with that tang of…"

"It's a bit strange when you do that" Fish said, looking back and forth between the dragon and hound curiously, "Can you really understand them? You know like…talk to them?"

The hound turned her head to him; cocking her head to one side as if she disapproved of the question, "Well of course I…"

"For all we know you make stuff up whenever they make noise." Snoutlout interjected, taking a vicious bite out of his supper while glaring, "If you really can talk to them, PROVE IT!"

The werewolf stood up on her hind legs, frowning as she turned to Hookfang. The dragon gave a few grunts and snorted, rolling his eyes. Strider responded with a few chirrups in a questioning tone. Hookfang reacted with a few chirrups of his own, causing a few of the other dragons to start mutters that sounded suspiciously like laughing. Strider smiled as she turned to the burly boy.

"Oh how cute, you curl up with your dragon on stormy nights while clutching a toy bunny." The smile grew wider at the look of shock on Snot's face, "a bunny you call Fluffles. You brought him along just in case didn't you?"

The boy's face turned a good shade redder, turning on his heels with a loud voice, "Nope. Warriors like me don't need some stupid toy at night; we brave things out 'cause we're tough!"

He nearly sprinted over to his saddle bag, throwing it open and fiddling with something. Hookfang gave an obvious chuckle as he shifted more comfortably in the sand.

Strider gave a giggle, the others were all chuckling, "Some kids don't grow up as quickly as they'd like to think so."

"So, um, how did you learn to speak with dragons? How long did it take you? Was it hard to do or did you find a trick to it? Did you learn before or after you started living in the haven?" a slur of questions came pouring out of Fishleg's mouth; a gaze from strider caused him to go quiet, "If you don't mind me asking."

Strider's ear twitched, her cool stare turned to the others. She could tell from the looks on their expectant faces that they all wanted to know the same thing. Accept for Hiccup, she guessed that this was because he already had some idea to how she had learned, what with him knowing that a guise could take on human form and all. She looked skywards, thinking over how to answer.

"Well…it was one of those things that just came naturally. I think part of the reason is because I'm a half-blood. My wolf half makes it easier to pick up most languages that humans would be running in circles trying to figure out. Took me longer than it did to learn wolf calls though."

She allowed herself a smile, eyes turning to the fish once more.

"Can you teach us?" Fish grinned excitedly; his question caused Strider to turn her head.

"Pardon?"

"You know... teach us how to speak dragon. We can already mimic their calls a bit so why not show us how to take it a step further?"

Strider cocked her head at this, "I'm not sure I can, in case you haven't noticed it's not the most straight forward thing you know."

"Pah…lease!" Fish begged, Strider flinched at the 'puppy eyes' act. Finding it somewhat creepy.

"Argh, after lessons tomorrow ok?"

Fish bit his lip in excitement, trying not to scream aloud, and partly failing.

"Fish are done." Hiccup spoke, taking a step back.

Instantly the werewolf snapped up her meal in her teeth and dragged it back to the tree line with a hurried 'excuse me', it wasn't long until they all heard loud lip smacking and chewing accompanied by moans of delight. All eyes turned to Hiccup.

"She…really likes cod."

***8***

Astrid was still sound asleep when she heard it, a shrill howling roar right in her ear. She woke with a start, reaching for her battle axe, only to throw herself upwards from the grip of something much lighter than her weapon. The thing being a stick as wide as the handle of her beloved axe.

The others were scrambling awake, finding themselves in similar situations when they reached for their own weapons.

"What was that? Where's my bludgeon?"

"ARGH, HILDA'S MISSING."

"My Gronkle iron sword is gone too."

"I could've sworn I put my shield here."

"AH! FLUFFLES!"

All eyes turned to a panicking worse than the rest of them Snotlout, who was searching for his bag rather than a weapon. He turned bright red as he realized all the eyes on him.

"My…Knife…is gone too! Oh no…where is it?"

Astrid rolled her eyes, ears perked to the sound that had woken them all up, "What is that? A dragon?"

Fishlegs shivered as he ranted his analysis, "too loud to be a whispering death, too shrill to be a nightmare or a Gronkle, not vocal enough for it to be a Zippleback, and it sounds bigger than a Changewing."

"Uh guys," Tuff spoke up, "Speaking of dragons…"

Astrid felt her heart in her throat as they looked around; all of their dragons were missing.

The howl sounded again, this time from above. All eyes turned to see a huge wolf wearing Strider's clothes and standing on hind legs on a thick tree branch, head thrown back in a howl that sounded bigger than she was.

The werewolf looked down on them eyes glinting in mischievous laughter, "GOOD MORNING EVERYONE! Did we get enough sleep?"

"Morning? The sun's not even up yet." Ruff said with annoyance.

"What did you do with my Hilda you …Canine!" tuff waved the branch he held in his hand, "and why are we up so late?"

"Late? Back home this would be around three in the morning." The wolf's tail swayed behind her in an even pattern, her smile never leaving her face, "So if you're still tired, no skin off my nose."

"I am going to skin your nose if you don't tell me where Hilda is." Tuff growled.

"You love that mace waaay to much." Ruff huffed.

The werewolf giggled, "As to your weapons, you won't need them; we're starting on our first lesson. Stealth of surroundings."

Astrid frowned, "Where are the dragons?"

"They've been getting ready for about half an hour. Today you'll all be separate in dragons vs. humans." She jumped from the tree branch, brushing down on four legs like a squirrel to stand with the humans, "for all of today the dragons objective is to get around the island while being seen as little as possible. Your job today is playing the outcasts."

She reached for her back, dropping six bags on the ground at their feet marked with a color.

"The rules are simple, each of your dragons has your supplies and some added weight to its back to simulate a rider. To them their on a silent mission to protect that 'rider' while navigating the island. All of you will have these to attack them with."

Astrid picked up the yellow marked bag, hesitantly opening it. She pulled one out with a look of growing confusion on her face, "Are these…paint pouches?"

Strider nodded, each a different color so we know who hit who in this little competition. Your objective is to both attack the dragons with these, and to take their 'riders' off of them. Simple as that. If you see a dragon you mark them with these. Any questions?"

Tuff raised his hand.

"Yes there's a point system for a winner. No you don't get points for attacking each other; in fact you'll lose points if you do."

Tuff lowered his hand, Ruff raised hers.

"No I didn't read his mind; I just remembered the conversation somehow got around to winners and losers last night."

Ruff didn't lower her hand, Strider nodded to her, "Can we attack you?"

The werewolf didn't answer, "going on to explain the rules; each of those pouches is worth one point each, hitting a dragon at all is one point, double if you hit a crippling spot such as wings and legs, three points if you hit somewhere vital such as neck, head or torso."

She pointed to each spot on herself to illustrate, improvising for wings of course.

"Points double if you hit your own dragon and four points if you dislodge a 'rider' from any dragon. Eight if you can both off the Twin header. Clear?"

The teens looked at each other, uncertain about this. The werewolf however gave a sly smile, jumping for the nearest tree lie a squirrel, "So without further ado, Game on!"

"Hey wait a minute!" Astrid shouted, but the hound was out of sight. Almost as if she was never there.

***8***

Strider hid among the branches, watching the young Vikings decide what to do. Her ears pricked as she heard the twins get excited about this whole thing being a game. Perhaps that had been a poor choice of words on her part, oh well she could remember plenty of times the games she played a child doubled as training moments. Games like 'hide and find' 'tag' and 'protect the flag'. That boy Snotlout didn't do too bad in that one.

As Hiccup began re-explaining her rules to the others, the wolf found herself smiling; so different than what she had expected, from all the others she had met so far. She was glad of it, no matter how anyone back home might reprimand her for doing this she was glad to have met someone so different than expected. Almost like….

She shook her head as a face entered her mind, one that caused her heart to ache. No use thinking about that now, she had work to do.

"_Better go check on the others_." She growled to herself, swinging down from the tree to sprint on all fours across the ground, "_this is going to be fun."_

*****8*****
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	25. Chapter 24

Sometimes things don't go as planned, sometimes things go better than planned, and sometimes….things just seem to go as planned and it turns out to have been a bad idea in the first place.

Such was what Hiccup was thinking as he walked up to a fight between the twins, Snotlout, Meatlug, and hook fang. If you could even call it that.

"Give me back my ammo you oversized caterpillar." Snot was shouting up at Meatlug who sat on a high rock just out of the boy's reach. Almost looking like she was smiling.

Hookfang was having even more fun; he sat between the twins in plain sight and ducked every paint filled satchel they threw so it ended up hitting each other instead, leaving Ruffnut covered in blue paint and Tuff nut plastered in a bright yellow.

"Stop hitting me you're supposed to be hitting the dragon."

"Hey not my fault you can't throw right."

"Oh yeah? Well you can't _dodge_ right."

"Oh yeah, watch me."

Tuff rolled over to one side in time for another pouch to Miss Hookfang and land square in his face.

Hiccup shook his head slowly, wondering what was more impressive with those two right now. The fact they were following this exercise without having asked so many questions or that they weren't getting into a scuffle right now.

"ARGH!"

Snotlout coughed as the entire bag of paint pouches landed on his head covering him with creamy white paint from head to toe. With a sputter he scrambled to gather up any pouches left that hadn't exploded all over him.

"When I get my hands on you you're going to be so sorry."

Meatlug didn't look particularly concerned as she gave a chitter, her wings humming as she took off into the air.

In a rush, snot threw one of his pouches up at the retreating beast, "come back here you oversized bumblebee."

Hiccup shook his head, gripping at a length of vine and bark as he settled a paint pouch of his own in. the Gronkle was still flying low, and in his direction too. Perfect.

With a smile he raised his little creation, gave it a swing and released one end. The pouch went flying right onto the pack still on the dragon's back. If that thing were a person it would've been a hit to the chest. The force of the impact caused the thing to falter as it left a mark in bright purple dripping wet.

Meatlug yelped in surprise as she heard the wet slap and felt the pack on her back move.

****8****

Strider gave a silent whistle as she sat above the unsuspecting boy, that shot was impressive. But for some reason the boy didn't look like he was satisfied. Was he aiming higher maybe? It was obvious he had no intention of hitting the dragon at all. Secretly she was glad of this but still, he'd never win this if he didn't actually hit one.

The boulder eater faltered a moment before hovering off. Strider followed with a quick glance to the twins, seeing they were getting closer and closer to Hook fang with every throw. The fire wing didn't seem to notice, he simply ducked his head and dodged in lazy amusement. That is until both of them took a leap at him, at the same time.

With a cry of surprise Hook fang ducked out of the way only having seen one jump at him from suddenly so close, only to feel a wet slap as a paint pouch got him right in the eye from the other side. Jerking his head in shock, he didn't realize Ruff had gotten close enough to make a grab at his 'rider' and completely dislodge it. running off after tossing another paint pouch into Hookfang's other eye.

The fire wing barked in surprise faltering before turning to chase after the now retreating twins. He stopped as Strider gave a shrill bark.

"_Hookfang! Remember the rules."_

The fire wing turned to look at her with narrow eyes before grumbling, "_for every hit act as if it was a weapon."_

Strider nodded, "_Afraid this means you have to go about without your eyes until the game is over."_

Hookfang just grumbled, skittering off over the rocks before Snotlout could see him. the werewolf nodded, jumping off to check on the others, her nose already catching that of a certain Spike tail.

****8****

Mimi tugged at the shirt collar for the hundredth time, she didn't like how low it felt on her. It was embarrassing enough to borrow clothes from a Viking, nice as he was to do so, but to find out that she was actually a size smaller than he was in her human form put any other thoughts of borrowing out of her mind.

Sure she had tried protesting it at first but strider wouldn't take no for an answer, her argument being Mimi didn't have any other clothes other than that homemade dress of silk which would only do so much for her as it was too short in places for her to actually use in training. Mimi was about to argue that she did have another dress she could use, but then she remembered why she had wanted to make a new one in the first place. the old one was too small for her now. (The size of borrowed clothes is not something a guise could change for themselves)

She fiddled with her new clothes with some discomfort. Shirt and leggings from hiccup, Strider's spare sandals and a long strip of leather in place of a belt holding a small pouch at her hip. She flicked some of her silver human hair back behind her ear as she watched Fishlegs fire a lucky shot at Storm fly's wings. The pudgy boy giving a hasty apology as he ran back into hiding.

Mimi sighed heavily, some training, she felt so left out having to do this.

"something wrong Milady?"

Mimi jumped in surprise as hiccup appeared behind her, a paint pouch held in plain sight as he smiled. Mimi sighed nodding, "I want to train to."

The scrawny Viking glanced in time to see a flash of blue rush past them. Stormfly was practically on the hunt now. he sat down next to the pale haired girl, "Why don't you?"

"Strider say I have to stay human all day. Training me different she says."

Hiccup frowned, "different how?"

Mimi shrugged, "She say there something wrong with Attacker's Island. I not sure what, won't tell me."

Hiccup nodded, letting his chin rest on his knees, "I got the same impression earlier. I think Astrid did to, for different reasons."

Mimi smiled, "She have right to not trust at first. Koro not tell much about…history."

"Even for Dragons?" hiccup asked, surprised.

Mimi nodded, "She say some, but not all…I know. she quiet when I ask about her family."

"what we talking about?" hiccup's felt his blood run cold for a moment as a clawed hand wrapped itself around his shoulder, and a fanged mouth rested itself on the other.

Strider grinned innocently as she glanced over to the young guise dragon, "A little gossip between friends maybe?"

Mimi stood up, anger in her eyes, "It not fair, why I have to stay away from others?"

Strider let hiccup go, meeting the cold blue gaze without so much as flinching, "Because your idea to steal your brother away while he's in human form is a shot that wouldn't hit the mark if it was broad daylight, on a barn door, that was in plain sight, three feet in front of you."

"WHY?" Mimi shouted, a shrill of her dragon voice mingling with the whining cry of a child. Strider flinched slapping a paw to the girl's mouth. Hiccup jumped back a bit at how fast she did it.

The werewolf sighed, "I told you…there's something about that Island….something that puts us at a disadvantage."

"Mind sharing what that is?" Hiccup stood up folding his arms, his green eyes met a cool amber gaze as easily as if it was his Dad in the old days, "Come on, if you say Feather-storm here can't get her brother to change so she can carry him out you might as well tell us why. "

Strider glanced back to Mimi pulling her paw away with a hasty apology. A heavy sigh escaping her lips, "I'll tell you when I figure something out. For now concentrate on the lesson today. **You're** supposed to be learning about stealth. And **you** need to be getting used to moving around in a human form."

She pointed to them each in turn turning to the trees.

SPLAT! Mimi gasped as a paint pouch exploded on the back of the werewolf's head, dripping yellow paint down her shirt and back.

The ears went flat, fur bristled, fire filled golden eyes slowly turned to the boy still holding his hand out after the throw, a nervous smile crossing his face, "Technically you never said we couldn't attack you."

The wolf's expression looked far from the smiling human girl before. Hiccup felt himself fighting to keep from shaking uncontrollably. Years after that day he would still look back and remember at that moment Strider truly did have the look of a monster.

The wolf licked her lips once, growling, "**No…I didn't."**

With a sudden leap she jumped up into the trees again, vanishing from sight. Leaving hiccup to fall to his knees gasping.

Mimi rushed to him, worry painting her face, "You ok?"

He shook his head, "I almost thought she was going to tear me apart for that."

***8***

Strider shook herself off as much as she could to get that dripping feeling to stop, a smile crossing her muzzle, "Guess I owe him for that."

A rush of movement caught her attention, pressing herself to the tree she watched as a wide eyed Astrid slinking clumsily through the undergrowth. Coming from…

Strider's ear twitched, uh oh, she knows something she wasn't supposed to _doesn't_ she?

Sighing she jumped off, muttering to herself, "Cross that bridge when you get there. Cross when you get there."

*****8*****
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	26. Chapter 25 - Training aftermath

The young Vikings all staggered back into the campsite, three of them covered from head to toe in paint. The dragons each baring plastered paint markings of their own, save only for Feather-storm's sleek white hide. Every one of them was worn out.

Strider looked about, holding up parchment and marking down as she looked over everyone. She paused with a frown, "Storm-fly, have you seen your rider? Miss Astrid?"

The dragon shook her head, ruffling as she turned to preen the spikes on her tail gently.

The werewolf sighed and continued, "Well then….everyone gather around. I've got the tally counted out."

"Tally?' Tuff perked up, "What kind of dinner is that?"

Ruff rolled her eyes, "She means she's going to tell us who won the contest. Right?"

The werewolf nodded, walking slowly in a large circle so she passed in front of each of the dragons first, "You were each given the simple task of navigating the island while keeping a look out for your opponents. Dragons were to protect a simulated rider tied to their saddles with the restriction of being unable to use their fire…"

Hookfang gave a small chortle, eyeing Snotlout. Strider sighed, "I'll talk to you about that later. Moving on…you young Vikings were tasked with capturing the riders and attacking the dragons with these color paint pouches. And judging from final appearances I'd say the dragons did better in this exercise."

The twins groaned, "Aw come on! We captured one of those fake riders."

"Yeah do you have any idea how hard that was?"

The werewolf barked once to silence them, hound ears going flat, "I was able to watch each of your attempts fairly easily. And in the case of you two, you were willing to kill each other in order to get close enough to grab the 'rider' in the first place. were we using real weapons instead of paint you wouldn't have fared nearly as….well you wouldn't have survived at all with a fuzz brained idea like that. also you seem to have forgotten that you lose points for attacking each other so with all the hits you two just took how close do you think you are to winning this?"

The two of them hung their heads, going completely silent. For once not daring to say anything for themselves.

"Now, the winners are Storm-fly for the dragons followed closely by Toothless and for the Vikings…"

"Strider!"

All eyes turned to see Astrid come storming up to the group.

"Nice of you to join us Astrid." Strider smiled gently.

The blonde braided girl stormed up to the werewolf standing eye to eye with her. Strider stared back at her coolly.

"Is there something you need to talk about?" she asked calmly.

The others all stood silently, the tension in the air seemed thick enough t out through with an axe. Before anyone could expect it the blond Viking's hand moved, and evenly met with the back of Strider's paw. Golden eyes narrowed in a sly smile as she spotted the paint balloon in Astrid's clenched fist.

"Well, I never did say you couldn't attack me did I? still…"

Before anyone could even blink, Astrid was flipped onto her back with Strider placing one foot on her shoulder, holding the girl's wrist in one hand and the paint pouch in the other.

"…It was a nice try."

"You wretch." Astrid hissed.

Strider pocketed the pouch, letting the girl up as she turned to the others, "Astrid and Fishlegs are the winners for the Vikings. I need the four of you to get some rest. Fishlegs if you'll come with me please."

Fish went slowly, "What exactly for?"

"You wanted to learn to speak dragon didn't you? I'm going to give you a few phrases to practice."

The boy's squeals of excited delight caused the werewolf to flinch as she reverted into her human form again. she didn't go far before she called over her shoulder, "Hiccup, I want you to spend the rest of the day on Lady Mimibrunser, get used to how she feels in flight. Maybe design a saddle for her if you like. Consider it a reward for earlier."

"Reward for what now?" Snotlout sounded. The werewolf didn't answer instead doing her best to put up with the waterfall of questions on dragonese coming from an eager young Viking.

Snotlout turned to Hiccup questioningly, "What did she mean 'reward for earlier'?"

"Yeah, and was it just me or did she always have that yellow spot on the back of her neck?" Ruff asked. Hiccup felt a cold chill run down his spine as he saw Astrid glare at him from the corner of his eye.

***8***

Hiccup sat overlooking the ocean turning a deep gray against the reddening sky. he sketched out a few patterns in the sand of a possible saddle for Feather-storm. Not that he thought she would ever wear it, he knew better to think she would be that agreeable. It was more of an attempt to get his mind off of things. Astrid's behavior after the whole thing with Strider was continuing to get on his mind.

She was behaving so…not…Astrid.

"Hiccup?" he barely reacted to the sudden appearance of silver white hair dangling in front of his eyes, "That saddle looks more like a dress."

He blinked as he realized the young dragoness was right, he quickly rubbed it out with a laugh, "Sorry, sorry just….have a lot on my mind is all."

"Astrid? Or my brother?"

"Well both re…" hiccup blinked looking at her in confusion, "H-how did you know about…?"

"I asked Koro if she knew why you seemed so down lately." The silver haired girl said simply.

Hiccup groaned, remembering the conversation the night before they left Berk, "Of course…So…are you alright?"

Mimi's eyes averted, threatening tears, "I'm worried about him. He's my only brother."

Hiccup nodded, "I…I wish I could say I knew how you feel. I'm an only child…and I wasn't always very close to any of the other kids in the village growing up. I can only imagine what you're going through."

Mimi sat down beside him heavily, "You have Toothless now, a bond like yours is close."

Hiccup jolted as he instantly pictured his best friend in a darkened cell with a hideous maddening collar around his neck, growling and shivering uncontrollably as burly Outcasts came near him with spears at the ready and a twisted saddle in hand.

The image caused him to bring his knees up to his chest, shaking, "Y-yeah…it's close. How are you holding up?"

Mimi nodded staring up into the sky, "When we were on the island and I saw him, he didn't recognize me, he wasn't a dragon anymore…he was…a beast…"

Hiccup couldn't help but feel worse, how could anyone put on such a brave face when someone they cared about, a family member they were so close to was reduced to such a low state. How hapless had she felt when she realized nothing she was saying or doing was going to get through? How much pain was she holding at the memory of her own brother that she had tried so hard to save that day had turned and attacked her? how much of her pain was she holding back while he could be steadily getting worse?

"Feather-storm…Mimibrunser…" he began, unsure of what to say next. How he could possibly cheer her up at this point.

"But when you shouted my name he hesitated. It was for a short time but…in that moment he was himself again. and I knew…" Hiccup heard her sniff, he looked up to see her move closer to him. her arms wrapping around him tightly as tears ran down her face. (Thankfully with only the strength of a little girl and not a full sized Guise dragoness.)

"I knew that he was fighting inside, that he could return to his old self again. and after Koro told me what you were thinking I just knew I could trust you to help me get my brother back…to save him like you saved me then. I just know it…" Her speech gave way to shuddering sobs, sapphire blue eyes flowing freely as he whole body shook uncontrollably.

Hiccup just sat there, saying nothing. he knew somehow that she needed this, that she needed to let out everything she had been keeping bottled up since her second experience on Outcast island. That anything he said would fall on deaf  
>distraught ears.<p>

Instead he wrapped her arms around her and let her cry until she couldn't cry anymore.

***8***

Strider's ear twitched irritably, her paw reaching to touch the back of her neck. Fish looked at her like a puppy about to get a treat.

"Well? How did I do for my first lesson?"

Strider's ears drooped, thinking fast on how to put it gently to such an eager boy, "Err…not bad…you just need to work on your enunciation."

Fish's face fell a little, "Did I say something wrong?"

Strider sighed, "Well, when we had you try to say, 'Greetings I am a friend' you somehow ended up saying, "Yo girlfriend greet me like a boss."

Fish's face turned several shades redder, "it was just the one right?"

Strider's eyes rolled upward, "Well….you said, 'what up' instead of a simple 'Good day', instead of 'can we go that way?' you said, 'Check it over there' and when you attempted to say 'how marvelous you look' you said…"

Strider's face turned redder as she whispered it into Fish's ear. To which the boy gasped, "Oh my gosh, no wonder Meatlug left after that one."

The werewolf nodded, "And what's worse, you're the one who requested these specific phrases. You did much better when I had you say simpler words like, 'take off', 'dodge', 'come here' and surprisingly, 'do you want to see the moon rise?"

Strider cocked her head as if having an afterthought, "come to think of it I wonder what would happen if I taught you that song in dragonese."

Fish however looked anything but enthusiastic at this point after realizing how rude he sounded to his own dragon, "she must think I somehow said all that on purpose. What am I going to do? I have to apologize."

Strider sighed, patting the boy on the back, "Relax, the only trouble you seem to be having is your trying too hard to be polite. Maybe if you tried more casual phrases on top of those other ones, you know 'hatchling talk'. At least then you've got something to start with."

Fish looked at her uncertain, "I don't know, I'm kinda older than that."

Strider patted him harder, "you crawl before you walk and you mumble before you talk. If we simplify it you should be able to eventually catch on more easily."

Fish smiled a little bit, "Ok I guess…so what kind of words should we start with?"

"Most hatchlings start with the same things human babies do. Their parents, colors, certain objects of interest…" she paused glancing a different direction before smiling wider, "We'll go over them later, for now try practicing the ones you were doing so well with."

Fish brightened, "right, 'take off', 'dodge', 'come here' and 'do you want to see the moon rise'. I can do that."

Strider nodded as he went off muttering in what little dragonese he had just learned, or at least what he could remember. The wolf girl's tail and ears reversed to a full human form.

"What is it Astrid? Something on your mind?"

A figure stepped out from behind a tall tree, glaring daggers at Strider's turned back, "What is she?"

Strider didn't so much as flinch, "What are you talking about?"

"You know exactly what I'm talking about," Astrid growled, "Feather-storm! What is she?"

Strider turned slightly, _looks like it might be time to cross that bridge. _"Why do you ask?"

"I saw you with her, that girl with the white hair. I saw her change into Feather- storm."

Strider's eyes widened, maybe that bridge was a little more rickety than at first glance. With a sigh she took a step towards the girl, her hands moving to remove her belt.

"alright then…I'll tell you. But first I think you need to calm down a bit. Let off steam."

Astrid ducked as a fist came for her face, gasping in surprise as a knee to the gut bowled her over backwards. Strider stood there, one leg in the air and a smile on her face, "I promise to stay human the whole time."

Astrid felt her blood boil at how easily she had been knocked back, her anger rose higher as the girl before her gracefully moved into a stance holding up both hands with palms up. Still smiling.

"Well come on, let's see if a little sparring will cool you off."

Astrid clenched her fists, feet pounding the ground as she charged with a roaring yell.

Strider side stepped her and kicked one of her feet higher in the air, causing the blonde Viking to fall over. _This is going to be interesting._

**_Whew, took a little longer than I had hoped but I finally pulled it off. don't forget to review and happy Halloween everybody!_**


	27. Chapter 26- Bad dreams

Alvin looked on at Mildew's little experiment. When he had found out about Mildew putting collars on other dragons he had been a little excited at first. With those creatures all brainwashed he could have an army on dragon back easily, ready and out for blood on his command. But…these dragons…Gon had warned him they would have alternate effects on other dragons. Alvin was expecting some differences compared to the time it took for Fang to submit to the collar's effects but this was maddening.

As he walked down the stone and rusty metal cages holding large reptilian prisoners he felt his blood boil at such unpredictable outcomes.

Over in one cage a Monstrous Nightmare and a Nadder were chained to opposite walls while they growled and hissed threateningly to each other, in another a Whispering death sat still blowing smoke rings while another Nadder kept pulling its own spikes off. one had a Gronkle trying to hand by its hind feet from the ceiling and warbling in what sounded like an attempt to mimic a mocking bird.

The one that got the most attention was the cage with two Changewings, one of them sat with its mouth open watching a nonexistent something zipping around the enclosure while continuously changing it's skin to look like landscapes, a pebbly beach, a rocky plain, an ocean view, a forest grasslands etc. the other however was hopping about chirping like mad and bouncing off the walls while constantly changing it's color like it was trying to be every color and shade at once.

Alvin stopped in front of a cage where Gon was watching a Scauldron licking up water from the floor and spitting it out steaming hot all over itself. Angrily Alvin grabbed the foreigner and pulled him around so they stood face to face.

"What about this is funny to you Dress man?" he hissed.

Gon shivered as he tried to keep his composure, "The fact that Mildew thought the collars would have the same effects as on the gold."

"these dragons are useless like this, if they don't go mad they attack each other and ignore everything else."

Gon gave a small smile, "Apologies Mister Treacherous, but if you don't know which dragons will react to the collars then it's not the dragons but rather the person who didn't bother to check that's useless."

Alvin's grip grew tighter, "If you can do anything to make these dragons ours then do it. otherwise…"

Gon's face went pale, wincing at the tightening grip to his robe now pulling him off his feet. Alvin's gaze growing colder than ever.

"…You're going to see first-hand what those collars do around your own neck."

Gon's eyes widened, breathing quickened in fear at the thought. He could just picture it now, deep in an underground cell tied to a wall with a spell collar tied tightly to his body. The outcasts outside his cell pointing an jeering at what a pathetic figure he had become.

Gon's mind raced with rage at such an idea, inwardly berating himself for even thinking that such lowly murderous creatures could even do that to him. He wasn't human after all, he was a Guise dragon, a warrior and former commander for Lord Qui the king of all Guise. And in the skies, oh they hadn't called him Bloodwing for just the markings on his wings after all, he knew a way to make his own wings work as an added weapon in the air, making him unbeatable by any run of the mill flier. Why should he be afraid of a lowly human, even a Viking for that matter?

But while on this island his true form…he couldn't change…trapped in a human form among Vikings…and if Alvin carried out his threat…

"I w-will s-see to it." he shivered under a straight face. Alvin nodded, dropping the man to fall to his knees and gasp for breath. The burly leader of the Outcasts stomped off shouting an order to get the collars off of the mad dragons at any cost. Gon shaking with narrow eyes. He knew where Alvin was going, to check on the gold again.

It made him a little glad to see the young dragon brought down so low, that fact he would soon be nothing more than a flying pack mule with sharp teeth. It was the perfect vengeance on that brat he thought. Now however…

Gon's gaze fell outside at the open sea, his mind picturing large black and red wings as he spotted a small boat on the vast blue salt water, catching fish.

Folding his arms in his sleeves, he shuffled off to his quarters, a plan forming in his mind involving a silver princess and a certain half-blood…with eyes glazed sightless.

****8****

Toothless raised his head as he heard footsteps approaching, giving a sly gummy smile to a familiar face carrying a certain young girl right up to him.

Hiccup returned the expression with a small smile, glancing back to the small silver haired girl in his arms as he placed her at the black dragon's side. Toothless adjusted himself so she laid more comfortably under his wing, casting a questioning glance to his rider once he was sure she was completely hidden from casual eyes.

Hiccup sighed, seating himself next to his friend heavily, "She's…just worried…about her brother."

Toothless sighed, nudging the boy gently, smelling the salt of tears on his shoulder. Hiccup stroked the black dragon's nose in silent gesture of everything being alright. the dragon's closing eyes snapped open, turning to see a weary looking girl stagger up to their little camp, Storm-fly behind her carrying sleeping Astrid on her back.

Hiccup opened his mouth to say something only to think better of it. Strider sat down across from his, glancing at the black dragon's wing, "She fall asleep ok?"

Hiccup sighed, "yeah...she's fine."

The girl nodded, becoming a hound again as she laid down, "Looks like it's just us here tonight, the others said something about tending their dragons. An interesting concept on top of the others for you I must say."

Hiccup nodded, noticing now that one of Strider's eyes was a little puffer than the other, "Did Astrid get you?"

The hound snorted, "Misstep on my part, luck on hers, caught me off guard with no hesitation and next thing I knew I was backed up against a tree with a goose egg on my noggin and this shiner one my eye. Astrid staring me down like a madwoman saying she won our little skirmish and I should talk before she got really mad."

Here she smiled, "That girl is something else I'll admit, wonder how well she'll do tomorrow."

Hiccup picked up his eyes to look at her, 'What's tomorrow?"

Strider looked at him questioningly, "Training of course, we're going to work on endurance and determination, for the second half of the day I expect to have every dragon started on at least one new trick to try beat Mimi's cracking the whip."

Hiccup glanced to the sleeping girl with a heartfelt glance, "You're sure she'll be up for that?"

Strider's ears drooped on either side of her head, her body seemed to sink into the ground slightly, "It finally hit her didn't it?"

Hiccup took a moment to think about what the hound was asking before nodding, the weight of the white dragoness's head on his shoulder seemingly returning, "Do you think any of this training will pay off?"

The question took Hiccup by surprise too, but deep down he couldn't help but wonder if maybe, just maybe, when they went to save Mimi's brother, she would only have more heart break than she could handle.

Strider sighed, putting her head down, "I've seen a lot from your friends today, that test was for my own assessments as well. You've got a good crew with you, dragons included. I don't think they'll have much to worry on their part."

Hiccup smiled at that.

"Well accept for Snotlout," Strider added as almost an afterthought, "That boy's ego is so large I wonder how Fire-wing Hookfang can keep it balanced on his head every time they take off."

***8***

Strider slept soundly, dreaming of walking through familiar hallways and passages of the mountain caves and outcrops that made up the dragon king's palace. She saw the clean white painted walls and polished stone floors lit with dragon fire torches or filtering sunlight, every step as familiar as though she was already back home.

_Two large Guise dragons in polished armor sat with wings at the ready on either side of the throne room, their plume helmets serving to hide their eyes and make them appear more menacing then they actually were._

_The two of them bowed great heads lightly towards her allowing her past with a wave of their paws._

_She bowed back respectively padding up on hound's hind legs to a large platform surrounded by large stones carved and painted so when the king sat comfortably there in his dragon form, his own wings would only add to the throne, making him appear as a dragon with many wings at once, held in different angles and in many colors._

_The werewolf approached the king now, a huge bronze colored beast with a dark brown Celtic like pattern on his forehead accented by the simple wires of gold that were his crown, his large pale colored wings set neatly with the rest of the carving behind him bronze fading to gold tips, a similar pattern swirling across and down the shoulder of each._

_To his right sat a grey blue, more slender creature, her own head patterned with pale silvery flecks that fell around her eyes decoratively, her pale wings caught and reflected the light so they were practically aglow. Delicate features held so still she could've been made of glass._

_Strider bowed before them, lowering to one knee as fluidly as she could, "Hail to Lord Qui, Lady Delflor, king and queen of the Guise dragons."_

_A light blazed in the bronze dragon's hardened eyes, his voice like thunder when he spoke, "_Koro the wanderer, why have you not returned with my son as you promised?"

_Strider shivered slightly, bowing deeper, "My lord, I have found him. he has been taken captive by Viking Outcasts several leagues within the forbidden waters. Rest assured that steps are being taken to rescue him."_

_Lord Qui's eyes hardened further, the grey blue queen at his side spoke in a voice that was almost a hissing purr, "_At what cost? My daughter is with you now is she not? Are we to believe now that you will put her life in danger, a mere child with little experience against an unknown number of dragon hunters to attempt to save our son's life?"

_Strider held her hands out, "My lady Delflor, the princess is more than willing to aid in saving her brother. But she will be far from flying alone, I have found a group of dragons who have forged strong bonds with human riders. Among them is a Night flier."_

_Lord Qui's lip curled showing teeth, "_You ask us to put our faith in mere children on the backs of common dragons and one Night flier? To top it off the only humans in that area are all Vikings, dragon hunters, what proof have we to believe that these dragons are not the result of some sort of trick?"

_"Lord Qui I…"_

_A purring growl from Lady Delflor silenced her, "_Hatchling falcons stolen from the nest can be lead to believe that hunter raising them is of their own. Is it not possible for this to be the case with such dragons within the forbidden waters? Hunters using their own kind to lure in prey?"

_Lord Qui snorted, getting up onto his feet, the light of the room growing darker as he did so, _"Despicable, relying on such savages."

_Strider stood up, her voice raised, "I have seen their bonds, it is genuine. I had my doubts before but there is no way those children would ever kill dragons."_

"Then they have never spilled blood of our kind before?"

_Strider opened her mouth to say something, her voice halted in her throat as she heard someone speak beside her; she turned to see herself in full wolf form, standing before hiccup in the forest. The boy was standing there backed up against a tree, his hands grasping at his throat where her clawed paws grasped him tightly._

_"**He's a Viking, they're all the same. Even odd ones like him aren't friends with us**" she heard herself say with a hiss._

_Strider felt her mouth dry up, she moved towards the image of herself eyes searching for Mimi. Last time the silver white Guise had been there to stop her. where was she now?_

_The image of herself raised a claw up high, Hiccup gasping, "I-I'm not a killer…"_

_Strider reached up her hand, her legs suddenly felt heavy, "Stop! He's telling the truth, he's no dragon killer, none of his friends are any more than I am."_

_The image of herself just laughed, the rulers of the guise showed before her, the forest and the throne room in the same instant. The dragon's eyes fixed on the scene before them._

**_"Is that so? Not a killer?"_**

_Strider urged her legs to move faster finding they wouldn't obey, her eyes searching for Mimi to help but seeing no sign of her, "He wouldn't…"_

_Lord Qui and Lady Delflor spoke in unison, "_There is no dragon lying dead because of you? You have never killed?"

_Strider opened her mouth to speak but found her voice had frozen, Hiccup's eyes seemed to fog as he turned to stare at her, a faint smile on his face, "Feather-storm isn't here this time, are you really going to kill me?"_

_Strider felt her heart pound as the image of herself and the Guise ruler's question was repeated. She blinked seeing her hands raised, hiccup now in her hands like when they had met, a shadow of her rage on the surface caused her stomach to turn in a large knot. She tried to move, to open her hand and let him go, nothing happened._

_"**There is no dragon lying dead because of you**?" her own voice asked choking, "Hiccup…"_

_The boy's voice sounded clearly, "No…I've killed…"_

_The mouths of the bronze and blue dragons opened on either side of her, their voices raised accusingly, "_**Then what makes you any different?"**

_In an instant they were surrounded by silver and gold flame, Strider felt her hand come down, striking flesh, she turned to look at the boy in fear, her eyes widened at the sight of someone else._

_A young man with bright blonde hair staring at her with tear filled blue green eyes and a bloody smile, "K-Koro…what makes you so different?"_

Strider's eyes shot open, sitting up and gasping for breath feeling hot all over. Her body shook violently as she tried to calm herself, golden eyes glancing around the moonlit campsite.

Her eyes fell on a blonde Viking girl, Astrid, wide awake and watching her closely.

"Something wrong?" she asked slowly, almost hesitant.

Strider sighed, laying back down in the sandy ground, "Just a bad dream."

"Must've been some dream to scare you like that."

Strider sighed again, "you could say that."

"So…what was it about?"

The werewolf curled up tightly, "A killer…"

Thankfully Astrid said nothing, Strider soon managed to settle back into sleep

***8***

It was early morning when the long howl reached their ears again, Strider blinked against the bright sun in her tired eyes. A stern faced blonde the first human she saw approach.

"You don't look so good."

Strider smiled, "I'll be fine, enough for another sparring match if you'd like one."

Astrid huffed, jabbing a finger to the werewolf's face, "you owe me information for that black eye of yours. And don't think that…"

"Guise dragons can take human shape." Strider muttered.

Astrid froze, her eyes growing wide, "what…?"

The werewolf shrugged, "It wasn't a trick you saw. Don't ask me how they do it, but that's why that girl keeps popping up. She's Feather-storm in human form. don't tell her you know though. That kind of thing is highly guarded from outsiders back home. I'd hate to see her mad at me if she found out I blabbed because of a bet."

Astrid lowered her hand, digesting the information with some difficulty. "So…"

Strider's gaze turned to look behind the blonde Viking, smiling brightly, "Good morning all. I hope you all got a good night's sleep."

Snotlout immediately put on his most charming smile. (**AN; shiver)**

"Of course I got a good night's sleep, how do you think I stay this handsome?"

Strider tilted her head a moment, "I figured it had something to do with that toy bunny of yours."

Hookfang gave a snorting chuckle at this, Snotlout turned several shades redder, "Warriors don't need toys."

The werewolf ignored him turning to the group as they all gathered around, "Before we start, how's the Dragonese for you Fishlegs?"

The burly boy nodded gleefully, "I think I'm getting the hang of it, listen…"

He made a few dragon like chirrups and grunts, to which strider nodded, "Not too bad. For you I'd like you to speak nothing but Dragonese during today's exercise, that'll help commit those words to memory more quickly. Boulder eater Meatlug will assist you in any way she can so be sure to pay attention to her alright?"

Fish nodded excitedly, jumping from foot to foot. The wolf smiled, "I'm going to give you a few more words to practice while we're at it. As for the rest of you Vikings gear up, we're going for a walk."

"A walk?" Snotlout snorted, "That's it? Anybody could do that."

Strider didn't turn to face him, "Additionally I've added a challenge. Did you know there's creatures that can mimic the cries of other dragons?"

The kids looked to each other in confusion Strider continued, "It's one of the reasons you didn't see me yesterday. With…well a lot of effort, I was able to make an arrangement with them, they're a little shy but they'll do the job I have in mind."

With a complex whistle the were wolf held out her hand, a little grey bird with long fanned tail feathers and dark white spotted wings came gliding into her hand, thrilling brightly.

Strider whistled a few notes back to it and the bird settled on it's unusual perch.

"This is a mocking bird, one of the few feathered creatures with the remarkable ability to mimic the sounds of other creatures. I've managed to ask a few of these little darlings to mimic Lady Mimi to the best of their ability. Like so…"

She whistled to the bird one more time. The bird cocked it's head at her, flited it's wings then gave a long flute like cry, the Viking teens all widened their eyes in amazement. The little bird voice, while a good deal softer, was almost an exact copy of Feather-storm's voice.

Strider smiled, "In this exercise you not only have to keep up with the group, but you must also figure out which is the real sound. For the sake of fairness, Mimi while joining us in the hike will not be participating in any way."

Snotlout was the one who spoke up, "Hey now, how can we find the 'real' one if she's not joining in? that's like looking for a sheep while it's sitting on your porch."

Strider gave a sharp whistle, allowing the little bird to fly off, she turned around, fully human while speaking sarcastically, "So your smart after all. Good for you Booger boy."

The others shared a light chuckle over this one, the twins being the most obvious about it.

Snotlout's attention turned on them first, "So I guess you two know what she's talking about."

Ruff giggled, "It's kinda obvious."

"Yeah," Tuff rolled his eyes, "Mimi's not the real one were listening for, another dragons is, Right?"

"Close," Strider said, "I've got one other animal that can imitate Lady Mimi's voice to a fine pitch, He's the one you got to locate out of all those mocking attempts. And I'll tell you right now it's not a dragon."

The twins exchanged glances and shrugged as they shouldered their packs.

"Alright, if everyone is ready," Strider started down the path at a slow run, "Let's get going."

**AN: Merry Christmas every one. I apologize that this took so long but I think I finally managed to break part of my writers block. it'll take a little time to get the next chapter out there but don't worry you'll see it before valentines I promise.**

**No really I do.**

**Safe Holidays, Bright wishes and Happy writing! (party noisemaker)**


	28. Chapter 27- eye of the storm

**AN: Let's face it, you as my readers want something a little more exciting to happen, and the training chapters aren't cutting it. 'yes' you say, 'they're dragging this story on, if this keeps up we'll lose interest.' Well dear readers, that's exactly what's been happening on my end. So! This is going to be the first of the last, another day has passed, and a lot can happen in a day. So let's get on with it!**

Gon looked out over the open sea again, watching wild dragons catching fish, sweat pouring down his face as his body shivered. Part of his vision turning red with visions of a certain Outcast chieftain covered in a deep crimson or sickly pale, underwater, in the air, falling, crushed, screaming, begging…oh how he wanted to see those eyes full of fear at the sight of his true form. how he wished to use his name to advantage again. but first he would have to get off this island…that is he wanted to…if not for those watchful eyes following him.

For an old man that Mildew was persistently agile when he wanted to be. Of course he never came out in the open. His encounter when Gon caught him peeking in and an attempt at changing saw to that. and that much he was pleased with at least.

"Here now, where are you going?"

Speak of the devil…

Gon turned to the old man with a cold smile on his face, hands stuffed in his oversized sleeves.

"Well I thought that perhaps now that Alvin has gotten what he wants, and since you have exploited my mixture to create a mass of mad dragons for whatever purpose you see fit, I should be on my way."

Mildew held his staff up higher.

"Is there a problem master Mildew?" Gon asked, glancing to the three other Outcasts standing behind the grizzled old man and his sheep.

"You aren't going anywhere dress man, if you take so much as one step into those boats I'll have my men here…."

"You seem to have forgotten little man," Gon said with a smile that would make a snake shiver, "That I am not quite as hapless as you would hope."

Mildew gave a small laugh, swallowing a lump in his throat, "Stow that act, Dressy. If you could do anything to any of us you would've done it already. That means you either too weak to try or too cowardly."

The three other men behind him gave low laughs at this, brandishing their clubs. Gon laughed lightly, taking a step back towards the water.

"Well that would be true…if I hadn't been brushing up on a few…exercises of late. I think I've managed to remember enough to say, only four of you alone don't intimidate me in the slightest."

Mildew didn't give him a chance to speak again, "GET 'IM NOW!"

The three of them moved to obey, clubs held high to strike. Gon let out a low sigh, taking half a step back and holding up his hands with palms out.

Mildew's jaw dropped as ten seconds later the three Outcasts were thrown to the floor, and laid sprawling on the ground moaning, one saying he couldn't feel his leg. He wasn't sure what had happened, one minute there was this scrawny guy was standing near the edge of the water, unarmed and hardly a threat in their eyes; and the next he was swinging his arms like a windmill of some kind and stepping back onto a boat.

"I hope you don't have any ill will Mr. Mildew," Gon called with a smile as he picked up an oar and began shoving off the rocks further into the open water, "It's just I'm tired of my welcome here, and I have some unfinished business to take care of. Tell Mr. Alvin the Treacherous that I thank him for his hospitality with the utmost gratitude."

As the boat entered the sunlight over the open water Mildew felt a shiver down his spine as the ghostly wings appeared behind the man again, this time he could see their color, a pair of dark wings flecked with red like spattered blood. They stretched out becoming more and more solid before flickering out in a pained twitch. Gon's eyes narrowed darkly, teeth grinding.

_Not enough,_ he growled to himself, _Need to be further, just a little more._

***8***

Strider yawned around the fish clamped tightly in her mouth, her tired golden eyes watching as the young riders told other Vikings about their training over dinner.

They had gotten back early this morning, and while incomplete she had to admit the dragons had all learned something to help her get back the gold. She was sure they could do it, they had to…get…him…

"Strider?"

The werewolf jolted awake almost rolling off the bench, claws flexing and head swinging around to see who spoke, Hiccup jumped a bit, but smiled as her ears drooped back against her head.

"Oh, um…what is it?"

Hiccup frowned slightly, kneeling to eye level with her, "You've been a wolf since we got here. not to mention distant from everyone. Something wrong?"

The werewolf smacked her lips, eyes darting to look for that fish she dropped, "Fine, I just don't feel too comfortable among…you know…"

The boy nodded, glancing back to sudden cheers as several barrels of drink were brought out. many were calling for celebration that the food wouldn't have to rationed after all.

"Everyone knows you're not Fenrir," hiccup ventured, "And they all know you're not going to hurt anybody if you can help it."

The werewolf mumbled agreeably, the fish back in her mouth as she chewed methodically, eyes half closing.

He stood up again, hand out in friendly gesture, "so how about you join the party?"

The hound scoffed, moving to sit up against the table with legs crossed. Hiccup decided against mentioning how strange it looked for her to be sitting in such a human fashion when she was still in hound form, and the fact she was still wearing that green homespun long shirt and belt didn't help much.

"You go ahead, I'm good." she said lazily.

"Hey Wolf-girl!" one of the Vikings shouted as he strode across the room towards her, a mug of ale in his hands, "Come on and have a drink with us. It's not a party if not everyone joins in."

Strider frowned, waving a free paw, "I'll pass thanks."

The Viking laughed aloud grasping the hound's thin from with his gorilla arms, spilling ale as he did so, "Come on, no need to be shy now. sure you're a monster of a hound, but if we can make peace with dragons I don't see why we can't let you join in on the fun."

Hiccup found himself laughing a little at Strider's obvious discomfort as she tried again to refuse. The man laughed aloud again, sitting her down among others and handing her a large mug of ale.

"come on now drink up, Cheers!"

Others shouted back in agreement, laughing without care. Strider looked at her cup distastefully, her nose twitching at the smell someone began a happy tune on a some kind of guitar or a lute. The Viking sitting next to her, this one female with thick red braids, slapped her on the back causing her to cough aloud.

"isn't this great? Everyone celebrating and having a good time? I'm so glad things are back to normal. You know aside from you being here, no offense."

Strider smiled weakly, glancing back to the brew again, "None taken."

"Hey Strider." Astrid came sliding to sit across from the hound, a plate full of food before her and a mug of drink in hand, "So I was thinking, even though I still don't exactly trust you completely maybe you could show me some more of those fighting moves of yours. Like the one you used to…"

"Hey now, your mug is still full lassie. Aren't you going to take a drink?" the red braided woman asked rather loudly. The inside of Strider's ears went bright pink, she coughed nervously.

"I uh, ahem, I don't drink."

The woman laughed, picking up the drink and stuffing it to the hound's mouth, "Of course you do. It's a party, everyone gets one of these down."

Astrid found herself laughing aloud as Strider struggled against the larger woman's grasp from behind and the ale spilling down her throat and all down her front.

"Can't say you've never drunk now can you?" the blonde girl laughed.

The woman dropped the cup, smiling widely, "Oops looks like I spilled it all down your front lassie. I'll go get you another one, can't have a proper drink if you only get a few sips."

The hound was eerily quiet, the corners of her mouth beginning to curl in smile as a her shoulders began to shake with laughter.

Stoic having just come into the mess hall nearly tripped as he bumped into his son, "Oh, sorry my boy I was just talking to…Hiccup are you alright?"

"Hmm? Yeah, I'm ok but…uh…" his eyes glanced back to a large crowd gathered around a table, clapping their hands loudly or dancing to the music. Stoic followed his gaze, blinking in surprise.

Strider was on the table dancing about, and singing her heart out.

"Grab your partner by the ear

Clip em' to the wheel

Dose doe, step on their toe and listen to em' squeal

Aliant left, Alban right, it's time to swim or sink

Swing your partner roll em round

Now drop em' in the drink…"

Stoic looked on completely stunned, "Ah, How much did she have to drink?"

Hiccup shook his head, shrugging.

"Well then, maybe next time we should keep her away from the ale."

***8***

There now time to lose, no time to change his mind, the time was now and only now. either this would be the moment when he soared high in the sky or came plummeting down in a flurry of curses.

Heavy boots clomped on the floor up to the door flanked by two men carrying large leather and metal objects. With little effort he unbolted the heavy metal stepping inside fearlessly. The creature inside, chained and growling glared at him with dull blue eyes rimmed in red, teeth bared and breathing raggedly, caked blood still covering its nose from the last feeding, the scales under its neck heavily discolored under a strange collar.

He smiled wickedly at it, a surge of pride ridding up in his chest, "Hello Fang, ready to go for a ride?"

The dragon gave a low growl, not moving as heavy hands touched him and replaced the chains with new bindings.

**AN: Like it? then show it some love and leave me a review.**

**Thx ^ ^**


End file.
